•• 

if* 


THE  FOREST  CHAPEL 
AND    OTHER    POEMS 


THE  FOREST  CHAPEL 

AND  OTHER  POEMS 


BY 


MAXWELL   GRAY 

AUTHOR  OF 

"  THE  SILENCE  OF  DEAN  MAITLAND,"  "  THE  LAST 
SENTENCE/'  "  WESTMINSTER  CHIMES,"  ETC. 


LONDON:  WILLIAM   HEINEMANN 

MDCCCXCIX 


£700 


1148209 


All  rights  reserved 


PREFACE 

The  lyrical  ego  is  not  always,  or  often,  the 
personal;  although,  as  George  Wither  so  long  ago 
maintained,  personal  feeling  may  sometimes  impart  a 
poignancy  and  distinction  wanting  in  emotion  external 
to  the  writers  experience.  Some  even  think  it  was 
not  his  own,  but  the  general  heart  of  man,  that 
Shakspere  unlocked  with  the  sonnet-key. 
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TO  OUR  SOVEREIGN  LADY 

VICTORIA 

QUEEN  AND  EMPRESS 


LADY,  enthroned  in  a  people's  heart, 

Shrined  in  a  noble  nation's  love, 
Queen  of  a  realm  that  the  sea-ways  part 

To  unite,  and  the  sun  shines  ever  above  ; 

Homage  to  thee,  who  art  crowned  by  the  years, 
Crowned  with  the  lilies  of  duty  and  peace, 

Crowned  with  the  rose-thorns  of  toil  and  of  tears., 
Joy  to  thee,  lady,  and  honour's  increase  ! 

Lo,  among  women  and  queens  thou  art  blest, 
Mother,  great  mother,  of  captains  and  kings  ; 

See,  they  arise  in  their  legions  to  breast 

War  for  thee,  wave  for  thee,  far  as  wind  wings, 

Far  as  sun  reddens  the  portals  of  morn, 
Far  as  eve  purples  the  gates  of  the  west, 

Where  their  bones  blanch  upon  deserts  forlorn, 
Where  the  lone  ocean-surge  lulls  them  to  rest. 


OUR  SOVEREIGN  LADY,  VICTORIA 

Young  was  thy  hand  on  our  lion-mane  laid, 

Maiden  thy  heart  that  dared  sceptre  and  crown, 

Thrilled  us  to  grandeur,  to  glory,  and  bade 

The  god  rise  in  England,  the  beast  cower  down  : 

Aged  is  the  hand  on  our  lion-mane  now, 

Widowed  the  heart  that  dares  reign  through  the 

calm, 

Reign  through  the  thunder-roll,  silvered  the  brow, 
Crowned  with   the  gold,  with   the   bay,  with   the 
palm. 

Lady  of  life  without  blame,  without  stain, 
Sovereign,  who  led  us  to  duty,  to  glory  ; 

Long  as  our  England  herself  shall  remain, 
All  down  the  ages  will  echo  thy  story. 


Deign,  as  due  homage,  the  fruit  of  this  pen, 
Fruit  all  unworthy  our  queen  and  our  land, 

Deign  to  receive,  like  thy  sires,  when  their  men, 
Kneeling,  raised  hands  to  the  suzerains  hand. 


SIR    LAUNCELOT    AT 
THE  FOREST  CHAPEL 


"  So  Sir  Launcelot  rode  overthwart  and  endelong 
a  wild  forest." — MORTE  D' ARTHUR 


OVERTHWART  and  endelong 

Forests  wide  and  wild, 
Brooding  on  King  Arthur's  wrong, 
Rode  the  knight  in  battle  strong, 

Launcelot,  love-beguiled. 

In  the  goodly  company 

Of  the  Table  Round, 
Never  knight  may  equal  thee, 
Yet  thou  goest  heavily 

By  strong  passion  bound. 

Lady's  beauty  blasted  thee, 

Fiends  thy  spirit  won ; 
By  thy  very  chivalry, 
By  thy  very  loyalty, 

Thou  art  all  undone. 


SIR  LAUNCELOT 

Overthwart  and  endelong 

Forests  wild  and  wide, 
From  King  Arthur's  heavy  wrong, 
Though  his  steed  be  swift  and  strong, 

He  may  never  ride  ; 

From  the  lady's  haunting  grace 

He  may  never  ride ; 
On  the  darkness  doth  he  trace 
Evermore  a  love-bright  face, 

Eyes  with  sorrow  wide. 

Winds  that  wail  in  holt  and  tree 

Smite  his  anguished  ear, 
"  Of  thy  knightly  courtesy, 
Fair  Sir  Launcelot,  succour  me, 

Lorn  in  loveless  cheer ! 

Launcelot,  Launcelot,  where  art  thou  ? 

On  thy  fealty " 

Tis  but  the  breeze  in  oaken  bough, 
Yet  from  Launcelot's  steel-bound  brow 

Drops  pour  heavily. 

Kinder  man  than  Launcelot 
Never  struck  with  sword, 


AT   THE   FOREST   CHAPEL 

Goodlier  knight  where  fight  is  hot, 
Gentler,  courtlier,  sitteth  not 
At  King  Arthur's  board. 

All  day  long  Sir  Launcelot  rode 

Through  the  woodland  ways, 
Till  the  low  sun  redly  glowed 
And  the  lessening  tree-boles  showed 

Heavens  all  ablaze  ; 

Overthwart  and  endelong 

All  the  wilding  wood  : 
Now  he  binds  the  steed  with  thong 
To  an  oak  tree  broad  and  strong, 

Near  a  granite  rood. 

In  that  chapel  will  he  fare, 

Shining  through  the  mirk — 
Strange  it  is  !  not  anywhere 
May  he  enter,  all  his  care 

Is  but  idle  work. 

Hark  !  the  little  sacring-bell 

Soundeth  silver  clear ; 
Seven  lights  burn — saints  shield  him  well. 
Still  he  standeth,  dazed  by  spell, 

Numbed  by  heavy  cheer. 


SIR  LAUNCELOT 

"  Rouse  thee,  knight,  what  aileth  thee  ? 

Lo  !  the  long-sought  Grail ! 
On  thy  knightly  fealty  ! 
Lost  in  sinful  fantasy, 

Still  art  thou  and  pale." 

Backward  borne  upon  the  ground, 

Backward,  heavily, 
Launcelot  falls,  like  one  aswound, 
Or  in  magic  slumber  bound, 

Yet  doth  hear  and  see. 

He  of  all  around  is  ware, 

Though  he  may  not  stir ; 
Footfalls  break  the  mirky  air, 
Palfreys  white  a  litter  bear 

Past  the  slumberer. 

"  Launcelot,  wake,  the  moments  flee, 

Break  thy  sinful  bands ! 
Glory  passeth  nigh  to  thee, 
Lo  !  the  Holy  Mystery, 

Borne  of  viewless  hands  !  " 

Cold  and  wan  the  waxing  moon 
Looketh  from  the  sky ; 


AT  THE   FOREST  CHAPEL 

In  that  litter,  half  aswoon, 
Lies  a  wounded  knight  and  soon, 
Holpen  not,  must  die. 

Yet  he  dresseth  him  upright, 

By  his  squire  upstayed, 
"  Fair  sweet  Lord,  my  dolorous  plight," 
Crieth  then  this  wounded  knight, 

"  End  with  speedy  aid  ! 

"  Lord,  for  little  trespass  made 

Heavy  dole  I  bear  ; 
Lord,  so  long  is  torment  laid 
Sore  upon  me  " — thus,  dismayed, 

Launcelot  heard  his  prayer. 

Now  the  chapel  doors  unfold, 

Whence,  beneath  the  rood, 
Moved  a  table  silver  cold, 
There  a  Cup  of  marvellous  mould 

Veiled  and  guarded  stood. 

"  Launcelot,  lift  thy  leaden  eyes  ! " 

He  doth  inly  moan, 
But  he  hath  no  power  to  rise, 
Drowned  in  heaviness  he  lies, 

Still  as  any  stone. 


SIR   LAUNCELOT 

Awful  eyes  and  shining  wings 

Fence  the  Vessel  round, 
Warbled  music  softly  sings 
To  the  lute's  heart-thrilling  strings, 

Sweeter  than  all  sound. 

"  Hark  !  the  clash  of  viewless  arms, 

Myriad  pinions'  whirr, 
Cloud- borne  clarions'  clear  alarms  ; 
Dreamer,  break  those  baleful  charms  ! " 

Ah  !  he  cannot  stir. 

Shall  his  trespass  be  forgiven 

Never,  nevermore  ? 

Nay,  though  he  were  sained  and  shriven, 
Were  his  baleful  bonds  once  riven, 

He  would  sorrow  sore. 

"  Launcelot,  what  avail  thy  might, 

Wit  and  wisdom  golden, 
All  thy  charm  in  ladies'  sight, 
Goodliness  in  press  of  fight, 

Now  thine  eyes  are  holden  ? 

"  Tapers  sparkle  on  thy  mail, 
Angel  eyes  behold  thee, 


AT  THE   FOREST  CHAPEL 

Near  that  cross  the  Holy  Grail 
To  thy  brother  doth  unveil, 
Yet  dark  visions  fold  thee." 

Lo  !  towards  the  wounded  knight 

Glides  the  veiled  cup  ; 
Gone  is  all  his  grievous  plight, 
Whole  he  standeth,  fresh  and  bright, 

All  his  heart  leaps  up. 

Deeper  sunk  in  drowsiness, 

Launcelot  nothing  knows : 
Heavenly  visions  round  him  press, 
While  this  joyous  knight  doth  bless 

GOD,  who  healed  his  woes  ; 

Yet  he  marvels  at  the  knight 

Drowsing  on  the  ground — 
"  See,  he  hath  nor  grace  nor  might 
To  behold  the  blessed  sight, 

Shrift  he  hath  not  found." 

Then  the  vision  passed,  but  none 

Wist  where  it  became  ; 
Lonely  stood  the  cross  of  stone, 
Table,  cup,  and  veil  were  gone 

With  the  sevenfold  flame. 


SIR  LAUNCELOT 

Overthwart  and  endelong 

Forests  wide  and  wild, 
Night  winds  wail  in  mournful  song, 
Honour  warped  to  deadly  wrong, 

Loyalty  beguiled. 

Then  Sir  Launcelot  waked  and  wept 

In  his  bitter  dole  ; 
Bird  and  beast  around  him  slept, 
Stars  their  ordered  watches  kept 

Round  the  steady  pole. 

So  he  sorrowed  till  the  day, 

When  all  birds  uplift 
Orisons  in  warbled  lay, 
Heartened  then  he  went  his  way, 

Meekly  seeking  shrift. 

Overthwart  and  endelong, 

Forests  wild  and  wide, 
Breezes  mourn  in  sorrowing  song 
Penance  dire  for  deadly  wrong, 

Tears  earth  never  dried. 
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ENGLAND* 


ENGLAND,  dear  England,  the  first-born  of  Free- 
dom, 

Mother  of  heroes,  of  hearts  true  and  brave, 
Hail  to  thee,  motherland,  ocean's  own  darling, 
Throned   by  his   thunder   and   walled   by  his 
wave ! 

Fair,  fair  thy  face  is,  O  many-homed  England, 
Green-gleaming      England,    with    grey     city 

crowned, 

Robed  in  rich  cornland,  with  silver  flood  cinc- 
tured, 

Misty  with   sea-breath,   with   dim  wood    en- 
wound. 

*  Since  going  to  press,  my  attention  has  been  called  to 
a  resemblance  to  "  What  have  I  done  for  thee,  England, 
my  England  ?  "  With  apologies  to  the  unknown  writer  of 
this,  I  wish  to  say  that  I  have  never  seen  his  lines  on 
England,  and  that  my  own  were  composed,  mainly,  over  a 
quarter  of  a  century  ago. 
II 


ENGLAND 

Ireland    thy     blood    quickens,    heart    in    heart 

beating, 

Strong-hearted  Scotland  is  bone  of  thy  bone  ; 
Three-crossed  thy  standard  is,  three-leaved  gthy 

shamrock, 
Three  as  one  fight  for  thy  flag  and  thy  throne. 

Wide  wave  thy  crosses,  thy  leopards,  thy  lion, 

Far  floats  thy  harp  with  the  leopards  enscrolled, 
Where  the  seal  basks  and  the  bear  treads  the 

ice-ridge, 

Where  the  wide  Austral  plains  feed  fleece  of 
gold; 

Where,    in    the    dusk    of   their    marble-domed 

temples, 

Dark  peoples  brood  upon  age-moulded  creeds ; 
Far    on   the    lone    veldt,   the    death-breathing 

forest, 

Where    the    Nile    murmurs    to    desert-borne 
steeds. 

Mother  of  nations,  of  young  giant  peoples, 
Fed  at  thy  fertile  breast,  taught  at  thy  knee, 

Rich  with  the  past  and  endowed  with  the  future, 
Strong  with  the  storm  and  the  scent  of  thy 
sea; 
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ENGLAND 

Lo  !  the  isles  wait  on  thee,  pouring  their  treasure, 
Scented  wood,  spice  and  white  pearl,  at  thy 

feet; 

Princes  and  peoples  from  far  bring  thee  tribute, 
Wrought  gold  and  silken  brede,  beasts  fair  and 
fleet. 

Shall  we  not  serve  for  thee,  England,  our  England, 
Daughters  with    sons    bravely   bearing    their 

parts  ? 
Dark,  dark   are   homes  when   the  war-trump  is 

sounding ; 
Men  give  but  body's  blood,  women  give  hearts. 

Shall  we  not  die  for  thee,  England,  our  England, 
Die   for   thy  flag    with    our    brothers'    blood 

red? 

Shall  we  not  give  thee  our  best  and  our  dearest, 
Cold   though   the   hearth  be,  the  maiden  un- 
wed? 

Yes ;  thou  art  worthy,  inviolate  England, 

Slave-freeing   England,  whose   fleets  gird  the 
earth ; 

Blessed  and  holy  art  thou  among  nations, 
Blessed  and  glorious  land  of  our  birth  ! 

13 


ENGLAND 

England,  thy  glory,  thy  story,  remember, 

Draw   not   thy   sword   but   for   God   and   thy 
right ; 

Sheathe  it  not,  once  drawn,  till  right  be  achieved ; 
Hold  it  then,  ready  and  steady  and  bright ! 

Thine  is  the  dower  of  self-rule  and  sweet  order, 
Yield  not  to  many-tongued  faction  thy  right ; 

S worded  and  sceptred,  oh,  jealously  guard  it, 
Heed  not  the  siren,  the  hydra-head  smite  ! 

Blest  be  who  blesseth  thee,  cursed  whoso  curscth, 
Woe  to  thy  spoiler,  thy  slanderer,  woe  ! 

Lo  !  we  will  toil  for  thee,  pray  and  endure  for  thee, 
Tyranny  crush  in  thee,  wrong  overthrow. 

Peace  be  within  thee,  imperial  England, 

Wide  be  thy  borders  and  honoured  thy  sons, 

Far  sail  thy  argosies,  far  sweep  thy  navies, 
All  waters  thrill  to  the  boom  of  thy  guns  ! 

Charity  quicken  thee,  chastity  steel  thee, 

Faith  be  thy  breastplate  and  valour  thy  zone ; 

Blest  be  who  blesseth  thee,  cursed  whoso  curseth, 
Peace   in   thy   dwellings   be,    peace   gird   thy 
throne  ! 

dr. :  187-  1898. 
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SWEET  JUNE 


"  Verweile  dock,  du  bist  so  schon." — FAUST 


OH  stay,  because  thou  art  so  fair, 

Sweet  rose-month,  green  and  sunny  June ; 
With  thee  dies  music  from  the  air, 

The  blackbird's  and  the  throstle's  tune ; 
Oh  !  stay, 

Sweet  June,  delay ! 

With  thee  will  fade  the  blossomed  mead, 

Of  all  its  starred  profusion  shorn, 
And  nightingales  will  cease  to  feed 
The  night  with  music  half  forlorn ; 
Then  stay, 

Sweet  June,  delay  ! 

With  thee  the  sun  his  topmost  tower 

Will  leave  to  take  his  southward  way, 
And  earlier  every  vassal  flower 

Will  fold,  to  mourn  his  lessened  ray  ; 
Oh!  stay, 

Sweet  June,  delay ! 
15 


SWEET  JUNE 

The  woodland  darkens  with  thy  death, 

And  young  leaves  lose  their  earliest  grace  ; 
The  Year's  of  age,  with  thy  last  breath, 
Youth's  laughing  dimples  leave  his  face ; 
Then  stay, 

Sweet  June,  delay ! 

Thy  wild-rose  dances  on  the  thorn, 

Its  grace  and  sweetness  fill  the  air, 
All  loveliest  things  in  thee  are  born, 
Then  stay,  because  thou  art  so  fair ; 
Oh  !  stay, 

Sweet  June,  delay  ! 
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THE    ROSES    OF 
ST.   ELIZABETH 


ELIZABETH,  lady  of  Hungary, 

Fared  forth  one  summer  morn 
From  the  Wartburg  by  the  rippled  sea 

Of  springing  hillside  corn  ; 
The  mercy  of  Heaven  shone  visibly 
Upon  her  face,  and  fair  was  she 

As  a  rose  upon  a  thorn. 

The  princess,  full  of  gentlest  thought, 

Passed  tranquilly  on  her  way, 
Where  summer  breezes  flower-scent  brought^ 

And  birds  sang  still  of  May, 
Where  pine-trees  solemn  shadows  wrought, 
In  columned  aisles  the  light  winds  caught 

And  hid  the  sunbeams'  play. 

Elizabeth,  sweeter  brow  than  thine 

The  aureole  never  wore, 
?  B 


THE   ROSES   OF 

The  beam-wove  aureole,  half  divine, 

Not  found  on  earthly  shore, 
But  angel-wrought  in  a  mystic  shrine, 
Where  the  noblest  deeds  of  the  noblest  shine, 

And  day  by  day  are  more. 

Her  wimple  around  her  cloudlike  fell, 
As  she  passed  in  sun  and  shade, 

Her  raiment  such  that  none  might  tell 
Her  high  degree  :  afraid 

Of  her  are  none  that  near  her  dwell, 

Or  high  or  low,  so  sweet  a  spell 
That  lady  on  all  men  laid. 

Not  of  saints  and  their  guerdon  fair 
She  mused,  but  of  poor  men's  needs ; 

Her  innocent  brow  was  touched  with  care ; 
For  cornland  lay  in  weeds, 

Hunger  and  want  were  everywhere, 

By  storm  and  brand  was  the  land  laid  bare, 
And  tread  of  battle  steeds. 

"  Elizabeth,  wilt  thou  starve  us  all  ?  " 

The  Landgrave  cried  in  ire — 
"  Our  serving-folk,  our  warriors  tall, 

With  dame  and  knight  and  squire  ?  " 
18 


ST.   ELIZABETH 

So  scant  was  bread  that  want  must  fall 
On  all  who  moved  in  the  Wartburg  hall, 
In  the  light  of  the  wide  hearth-fire. 

Elizabeth  could  not  stay  her  hand 

When  a  brother's  need  was  sore, 
Her  seemed  that  so  she  might  not  stand 

The  face  of  Christ  before  ; 
She  dared  not  heed  her  lord's  command 
Before  high  Heaven's,  so  over  the  land 

She  scattered  of  her  store. 

•"  What  ails  thee,  beautiful  Landgravine  ? 

Thy  cheek  is  waxen  pale  ; 
'Tis  but  the  summer  sunbeam  sheen, 

That  fires  thy  warrior's  mail." 
Por  the  Landgrave  from  afar  was  seen, 
His  armour  flashing  through  the  green, 

As  he  rode  along  the  dale. 

"  Elizabeth,  burdens  dost  thou  bear? 

Thy  basket's  treasure  show." 
The  princess  paused  with  inward  prayer 

"  Sweet  Christ,  such  grace  bestow 
That  my  dearest  lord,  when  he  is  ware 
Of  all,  in  anger  may  not  dare 

To  rob  the  poor  and  low  ! '' 


THE   ROSES   OF 

Down  from  his  charger  lighted  he 

That  lady  sweet  beside, 
Count  Lewis,  star  of  chivalry ; 

The  lady's  gaze  grew  wide, 
She  opened  her  basket  tremblingly 
That  he  and  his  followers  all  might  see 

The  alms  she  fain  would  hide. 

Though  never  a  sweep  of  angel's  plume, 
Her  seemed,  had  fanned  the  air, 

Though  nothing  made  the  woodland  gloom 
Of  angel-crests  aware ; 

Though  woodbine  did  no  sweeter  bloom,, 

Feeling  celestial  swords  illume 
Its  branch  and  blossom  fair, 

Yet  one  of  Heaven's  winged  chivalry 
Had  touched  her  hidden  store  ; 

For  lo  !  in  place  of  loaves,  that  she 
In  haste  and  secret  bore 

To  the  suffering  poor  in  charity, 

Roses,  dewy  and  bright,  they  see, 
Roses — nothing  more. 

St.  Elizabeth  made  the  sacred  sign 
And  told  the  sacred  truth  ; 

20 


ST.   ELIZABETH 

The  greenwoqd  grew  a  holy  shrine 

Lit  up  by  heavenly  ruth, 
Where  warriors  knelt  and  grace  divine 
Adored,  that  made  such  glory  shine 

On  Elizabeth's  guileless  youth. 

So  the  lady,  with  joy  in  her  radiant  eyes, 

On  her  merciful  errand  goes, 
And  the  starving  man  and  whoso  lies 

In  pain  receives  a  rose 
Fresh  plucked  from  the  fields  of  Paradise, 
Alight  with  Love's  own  lustrous  dyes 

Its  deep  heart  inly  glows. 

L'Envoi. 

O  Earth  !  thy  gloomiest  ways  are  bright 

With  the  mystic  aureole, 
Hidden  its  ray  to  fleshly  sight 

But  clear  to  loving  soul ; 
And  oft  in  sorrow's  deepest  night 
We  catch  the  gleam  of  its  hovering  light, 

And  wounded  hearts  are  whole. 
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MAIDEN  WIDOWHOOD 


SINCE  he  that  loved  me  clasps  the  pallid  bride 
Of  stillness  in  the  strait  and  rayless  tomb, 

Since  grass  above  him  grows  and  shadows  glide, 
Night  comes  and   deepens   not  his  dwelling's 
gloom, 

For  me  the  happy  breeze  shall  never  swell 

Sweet  peals  of  joy-bells  from  the  village  tower, 

Nor  white-robed  priest  his  benediction  tell, 
Nor  maidens  rob  for  me  the  blossomed  bower ; 

This  breath  shall  flutter  not  the  bridal  veil 
With  holy  vow,  nor  pause  to  hear  him  plight 

His  sacred  troth,  who  loved  me ;  nor  will  pale 
This  cheek  the  joy  of  ended  marriage-rite. 

Not  the  sweet  pangs  that  mothers  know  will  tear 
This  bosom ;  never  may  the  firstborn's  cry 

This  heart  shake ;  not  for  me  the  love  and  care 
Of  children ;  when  I  die  my  blood  will  die. 
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Oh  !  never  rosy  boy  of  mine  will  greet 

His  father's  smile,  nor  maiden  glad  his  heart ; 

Oh  !  not  at  eve  his  babes  will  run  to  meet 

His  homeward  step,  or  weep  with  him  to  part ; 

Nor  fireside  will  be  ours,  nor  household  care 
The  hours  for  me  diminish  ;  solace  sweet, 

Of  love  and  converse  blest,  we  may  not  share, 
Nor  each  to  each  old,  youthful  things  repeat. 

With  maiden  honours  bury  me,  1  pray, 

Since  maiden  grief  was  mine;  the  chill,  pale 
flowers 

Of  maidenhood  strew  on  me,  where  sweet  day, 
Still  maiden,  steeps  the  turf  in  sun  and  showers. 

L*  Envoi, 

Since  he  that  loved  me  is  not  any  more 

Beneath  the  moon,  by  stream  or  sounding  flood, 

Sails  on  no  charted  sea,  nor  any  shore 

May  touch  on  earth,  nor  walk  in  any  wood, 

To  me  all  woods  and  ways  upon  the  earth 
Are  very  sorrowful,  and  dark  the  sun  ; 

Cities  are  empty  ;  death  is  nobler  birth 

Where  long-twinned  souls,  like  dewdrops  met, 
are  one. 
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SEA  SAPPHICS 


SINKING,  slowly  sinking,  a  weary  Titan, 

Glows  the  great  sun,  poised  on  a  darkling  sea-rim, 

Sweeping  sea-rim,  broken  to  burning  glory, 

Touching  the  sun-edge ; 

Half  dis-orbed,  an  arch  on  the  molten  light-way, 
Lo  !  it  dips  ;  above  it  the  sundered  levels 
Meet,  and  crimson,  shot  from  the  sunken  splendour, 
Flushes  the  zenith. 

Softly  heaves  the  heart  of  the  happy  ocean, 
Calm  as  maiden  clasped  in  the  arms  of  first-love, 
Glad  as  childhood  playing  in  cowslip  meadows, 
Sheltered  and  sunny. 

Roses,  roses,  bloom  upon  eastern  cloud-piles, 
Roses,  roses,  redden  the  rhythmic  azure, 
Roses  melt  in  snowiest  surf,  a  rose-band 

Rings  the  horizon. 
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Glide,  O  lofty  ship,  with  the  burning  bulwarks, 
Purple-sailed,  away  to  the  golden  offing, 
Gliding,  fade,   and   slip  from   the   farthest   sea- 
verge 

Into  the  unknown ! 

Bearest  thou  sweet  hope  or  the  exile's  heart-break, 
Black  despair,  remorse,  or  a  glad  returning, 
Costly  freight,  or  thunder  of  battle,  bearest 
Over  the  sea-rim  ? 

Mute,  ah !  mute,  mysterious,  dim,  thou  glidest, 
Winged  with  speed,  a  lessening  point ;  so  visions, 
Glory-freighted,  slip  from  the  glowing  fancy 
Into  oblivion. 

Art  thou  glad,  O  sea,  for  the  veiling  lustre 
Rent,  that  bares  thy  deeps  to  the  endless  heavens, 
Million-starred  ?      The  worlds  in  thy  bosom  trem- 
bling 

Thrill  thee  to  rapture, 

Thrill  thee,  sate  thee,  still  thy  unmeasured  yearning, 
Rolling,  foaming,  mellower-booming  ocean  ; 
O  thou  finite,  infinite  longing  moves  thee, 
Infinite  striving. 
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Now  the  breakers  roll  in  a  deepened  thunder, 
Mystic,  multitudinous-voiced,  majestic, 
Farther-drawn,  from  waste  upon  waste  of  waters, 
Rising  and  roaring. 

Leap,  your  manes  up-tossing,  ye  proud  sea-coursers, 
Plunge  to  land  and  leap  to  the  stars,  and  thunder 
Loud  on  reef  and  rock,  where  the  grinding  surges 
Circle  in  surf-dust ; 

Leap   and    toss    your   manes !    for    the   shining 

legions 
Wheel  in  stately  march    from    the    bounds    of 

being, 

Sweep  in  endless  march,  till  the  heart  of  ocean 
Harbour  the  heavens ; 

Finite  clasps  the  infinite  :  suns  and  systems, 
Set  to  rhythmic  measure,  in  music  spinning, 
Break  away,  like  pearls  from  a  chaplet  sundered, 
Scattered  in  sea-waves. 

Roar,  O  billows,  rolling  the  parted  Pleiads, 
Rolling  fixed  Orion  from  bands  to  licence, 
Wave  to  wavelet  tossing  the  glowing  star-globes, 

Heavenly  fruitage  ! 
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Now  a  musing  moon  from  the  wave  is  mounting, 
Orbed  in  fire  ;  with  shimmer  of  glancing  gold-flake 
Laughs  the  sea ;  the  stars,  at  her  gaze  ashamed, 
Quiver  and  minish. 

Lo  !  thy  lady  stoops  to  thy  soft  imploring, 
Charmed,   O   sea,   and    mute   with    unmeasured 

rapture, 

Wave  and  beam  in  passionate  pulse  are  blended, 
Hope  is  fruition. 

Queen   of  darkness  !  leashed   as   a   hound   them 

holdest, 

Strong  in  hand,  the  leap  of  the  mighty  tide- wave  ; 
Yet  wilt  vail  thy  crest  to  Aurora,  strewing 

Bloom  on  the  sea-plains  : 

Vail  thy  crest  and  vanish,  O  queen  of  visions, 
Loose  thy  silvern  spell  from  the  charmed  water, 
Bring  the  fisher  home,  and  the  weary  watcher ; 
Homeward  the  bat  flies, 

Homeward  fays  and  elves  of  the  night  are  flitting, 
Weird  sea-maidens'  melodies  die,  and  softly 
Croons  the  rubied  sea  in  the  pause,  ere  daybreak 
Waken  the  sun-steeds. 


NEW  YEAR'S  BELLS 


OUT  in  the  night 
The  bells  are  ringing, 
Sweet  melodies  flinging 
Far  away,  far  as  a  dream's  delight ; 
The  frosty  stars  are  burning  bright, 
The  waters  beneath  are  faintly  white 

And  all  is  still, 

But  the  dropping  sweetness  of  chiming  bells, 
But  the  mellow  charm  of  their  mingling  spells 

Over  valley  and  hill ; 

Till  the  wind  hurries  ev'ry  lone  sound  as  it  floats, 
Steadily  fall  the  golden  notes, 

And  the  spirit  with  strangest  tumult  fill, 
That  is  not  pain 
Or  joy,  but  the  binding  of  a  chain. 

ii 
How  the  music  sweeps 

On  the  rising  blast  over  heathery  swells, 

In  wooded  dells 
How  it  sinks  and  sleeps  ! 
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Every  tower  from  far  and  near 

Pours  a  melody  strong  and  clear ; 

Here  in  the  dells  of  windy  downs, 

Here  from  the  spires  of  murmurous  towns ; 

From  a  thousand  throats 

Of  metal  aloft 
The  gathering  tide  of  music  floats 

Over  copse  and  croft, 
And  over  the  bleak  and  barren  wold 
To  the  hamlet  hid  in  the  mountain  fold, 
Till  the  air  is  filled  with  tremulous  sound 
And  the  spirits  of  song  are  all  unbound. 


in 

But,  sudden  and  swift, 
The  chimes  are  still ; 

Their  echo  dies  in  the  farthest  clift 
And  silence  comes  with  an  awful  thrill, 
The  earth  is  bound 
In  a  hush  profound  ; 
Scarce  the  falling  streamlets  plash, 
Scarce  the  stars  in  the  heavens  flash, — 
For  over  the  world  sweeps  an  icy  breath, 
'Tis  the  blast  of  Death— 
The  faint  year  speeds  to  his  viewless  goal, 
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To  the  myriads  writ  on  Time's  long  scroll 
And  the  heart  of  man  beats  low  with  dread, 
As  he  takes  a  last  look  at  the  face  of  the  dead ; 

With  heavy  dole 

The  deep  bells  toll, 
They  mourn  for  the  gentle  spirit  fled. 


IV 

For  the  year  was  good — 
Though  the  robes  he  brought  to  the  forest  are 

shed 
And  all  his  flowers  long  withered  ; 

Though  his  sighs  are  hushed  in  the  leafless  wood 

With  the  pleasant  song 
He  brought  when  days  were  sunny  and  long; 

Though  his  golden  eves  and  dewy  dawns 
Are  quenched  in  the  darkness,  dense  and  strong, 

That  under  his  cold  feet  deeply  yawns, 
Yet  his  garnered  grain 
And  his  fruits  remain, 
With  the  words  he  spake  to  the  listening  heart, 

Yet  the  music  mute  in  the  wild  bird's  breast 

Will  break  one  day  its  charmed  rest, 
When  another  spring  into  being  shall  start — 

Oh  !  the  year  was  good  ! 
3° 


NEW  YEAR'S   BELLS 

v 

But  hark  !  the  bells 

In  tumultuous  swells 
Peal  over  forest  and  hill  and  dale, 

From  a  thousand  spires, 

Like  the  quivering  wires 
Of  Life's  great  harp,  that  the  hand  of  Time 
Sweeps  in  a  strong,  heart-stirring  chime  ; 

The  stars,  that  sail 
In  majesty  over  the  heavens  wide, 
Shake  in  the  music's  mighty  tide ; 
The  vast  sea  stirs  in  the  midnight  gloom, 

Scarcely  touched  by  the  lustre  pale, 
When    the    young    year    leaps   from   Eternity's 
womb, 

Lusty  and  fresh  and  full  of  joy, 
With  never  a  trace  of  sorrow  or  sin ; 

Welcome  the  bright,  the  beautiful  boy, 
Welcome  him  joyfully,  thankfully  in  ! 

VI 

In  a  deepening  tide 
The  music  is  swelling,  far  and  wide, 
Over  furze-grown  knolls 
As  a  billow  it  rolls  ; 
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Now,  in  a  shower  of  fiery  gems. 

It  breaks  as  it  falls  between  forest  stems ; 

It    rises    and    rings    through    the    murmuring 

street 
With  an  eddy  of  voices  and  lingering  feet ; 

And  over  the  sea, 

Where  the  fisher  leans  from  his  lonely  bark, 
He  hears  through  the  dark 

The  rush  of  a  manifold  melody, 
It  peals  to  the  eaves  of  his  quiet  home, 
It  breaks  the  sleep, 
Secure  and  deep, 

Of  his  innocent  babes,  who  wake  to  see 
The  stars  look  in  peace  from  the  heavenly  dome. 

VII 

Ring  on,  ring  on, 
Peal  the  birth-song  far  and  wide  ! 

For  the  Old  is  gone, 
Is  swept  in  the  swift  unresting  tide 

Flowing  to  Lethe's  water  dun, 
And  with  him  hates  and  scorns  and  fears, 
Regrets  and  tears, 

And  things  that  darken  the  shining  sun. 

Chime,  happy  bells, 
Fill  the  air  with  merry  madness, 
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Make  us  deaf  to  care  and  sadness. 

Weave  us  myriad  airy  spells, 
Spirits  that  wait  on  the  bright-eyed  boy, 
To  hide  the  shadows  that  lurk  behind, 
The  shapes  that  loom, 
Dread  and  dim  in  the  distant  gloom. 

Ring,  golden  bells, 
Into  the  soul  of  the  pausing  wind, 
Ring  out  full  strains  of  passionate  joy, 
Till  hearts  are  blind 
To  sorrow  and  care  and  all  annoy  : 

For  the  New  is  born, 
He  promises  fair,  he  is  fresh  and  sweet, 

High  resolves  his  brow  adorn, 
Round  him  visioned  glories  glow, 
They  gild  his  robe  of  stainless  snow, 
Flowers  are  springing  beneath  his  feet, 

And  he  smiles  in  the  light  of  a  hopeful  morn. 
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MY  days  are  all  bereft  of  joy, 

My  youth  is  last  year's  summer  foam, 

Dark  things  my  shuddering  thoughts  employ, 
Despair  has  made  my  heart  its  home. 

Ah  !  what  remains  ?     I  greatly  dared, 
I  willed,  I  hoped,  to  greatly  do ; 

Now  life  is  like  a  wan  babe,  bared 
To  tempest,  how  to  self  be  true  ? 

If  naught  but  suffering  remain, 

If  sorrow  know  no  earthly  cure, 
Break  not,  O  heart,  beneath  thy  pain, 

But  greatly,  greatly  still,  endure. 
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KINDLY  Death,  pale  Sorrow's  friend, 
Come,  oh  !  come  to  me  ; 

Soul  from  flesh  in  pity  rend, 
Set  the  captive  free. 

Sweet,  ah  !  sweet,  it  were  to  lie 

Quiet  on  thy  breast, 
Hidden  from  the  bitter  sky, 

Hushed  to  dreamless  rest. 

Sweet  it  were  to  nothing  know, 

Nothing  love  or  loathe, 
Still,  as  meads  where  rillets  flow, 

Banks  that  mosses  clothe. 

Come,  then,  come,  in  wave,  in  war, 

Storm,  or  icy  blast, 
Fierce  or  gentle,  so  life's  bar 

Break  for  me  at  last. 
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A  day  later 

Wild  my  words  were — hasten  not, 
Ere  the  appointed  time ; 

Bring  me  then  a  nobler  lot, 
In  a  sunnier  clime. 


ON  "CROSSING 
THE  BAR" 


And  may  there  be  no  sadness  of  farewell 
When  I  embark  " 


EMBARK  not  yet  upon  the  purpling  foam, 
Though    evening   bid    the    child    and   labourer 

home, 

Embark  not  yet  awhile  ;  thy  music  rare, 
Thy  glorious  visions,  charm  to  sweeter  air ; 

Oh  princely  singer,  yet  an  hour  delay, 

That,  in  the  genial  ray 
Of  thy  declining  sun,  our  faces  still  may  glow ; 

Show  us  what  golden  age 

May  crown  life's  pilgrimage, 
What   mellow    glories     lengthened    years    may 

know, 

Though  voices  call  across  the  crimson  foam, 
Not  yet  go  home  ! 

Nay,  go  not  yet ;  we  cannot  let  thee  go, 

The  thrilling  air  would  swell 

The  sad,  sad,  sad  farewell, 
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The  wailing  wind  prolong  the  sounds  of  woe  : 
Didst  thou  the  earth-shore  leave, 
At  calmest  end  of  eve, 

The  stillest  sea  with  mourning  hearts  would  grieve, 
His  rose-strewn   breast  from   cape   to   headland 

heave, 

His  surges  moan  their  sorrow  to  the  stars  : 
Beyond  the  sunset  bars 
Where  sink  the  pearly  cars 

Of  fluttering  clouds  dissolved  in  dying  day, 
The  darkened  waves  would  quiver  to  the  sound, 
Through  all  their  hush  profound, 

Of  deep  lament,  if  thou  hadst  passed  away, 
And  myriad  lovers  of  thy  soulful  song, 
Mourning  for  thee,  the  echoing  wail  prolong. 

Even  as  at  Arthur's  passing,  queens,  dark-stoled, 
Received  him,  wailing,  in  the  bark's  dim  hold, 

Surely  the  elements 

Will  break  in  wild  laments 
When  thou  shalt  turn  thee  to  thy  native  mould  ; 

Though  earth's  embrace  will  bring 

To  thee,  as  did  the  queens'  their  wounded 

king, 

Healing  and  rest  for  pain  and  strife, 
And  newer,  nobler  life. 
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Vain  thought !     When  Life's  deep  tide  shall  bear 

thee  far 

*Beyond  earth's  fretful  bar, 
Thou  wilt  not  hear  the  surges'  landward  roar, 
Nor  any  wailing  from  the  darkened  shore ; 

Nor  sound,  nor  sad  farewell 

Will  mar  the  holy  spell 

That  binds  the  breathless,  foamless,  soundless  tide, 
Whereon  thy  bark  shall  glide, 
When  earth's  harsh  discord  on  thy  ear  shall  cease, 
And  thou  set  sail  for  sunny  seas  of  perfect  peace. 

1890. 
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ALFRED  TENNYSON'S 
EIGHTIETH    BIRTHDAY 


SINCE  God,  the  source  of  power, 

Hath  honoured  thee  with  dower 
Of  song  and  sight  and  length  of  days, 

'Twere  surely  not  unmeet, 

O  singer  sweet, 
That  man  should  twine  for  thee  some  tributary 


Wherefore,  O  prince  of  noble  song, 

Think  thou  no  wrong 
If  I  salute  thee  on  this  happy  day, 
And  for  thy  life's  continuance  humbly  pray  : 

May  thou,  as  ripe  age  waxes  hoar, 
In  "  valour  and  charity  more  and  more  " 
Advance,  unvexed  by  care  or  sorrow ; 
Till  from  this  mellow  August  time, 
Which  saw  thy  morning's  early  prime, 
Thy  golden-fruited  age  fresh  charm  may  borrow  ! 
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Glorious  bards  hath  England  known, 

Each  melodious  as  no  other, 
Each  with  charm  of  special  tone, 

Diverse  each  from  every  brother ; 
If  Milton's  deep  sonorous  line, 
His  angel  thunders,  be  not  thine, 

Byron's  strength  and  glowing  splendour, 
Shelley's  pure  ethereal  fire, 
Nor  the  bright  visions  that  inspire 

Keats  with  song  so  rich  and  tender ; 
Master,  from  England's  mighty  lyre, 

What  subtle  music  thou  hast  brought, 

What  golden  cadences,  unsought 
Of  older  bards  !     At  thy  desire 

Fine  finished  strains  of  clearest  tone 

Arise  in  witchery  all  thine  own. 

in 

Never  friend  was  mourned  as  thine, 
In  a  music  so  divine, 
Since  Gilboa  lost  her  dew, 
When  King  David's  grief  was  new  ; 

Through  magic  realms  of  old  romance, 
Where  clash  the  spears  of  plumed  knights, 
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Where  ladies  love,  and  dim  strange  sights 
And  deep-breathed  spells  the  fancy  trance  ; 
Through  sweetest  rural  solitudes, 
The  haunts  of  simple  men  and  strong, 
Thou  leadest  with  thy  liquid  song; 

Thy  music  mourns  the  bitter  feuds 
Of  class  and  caste ;  while  modern  thought 
So  closely  in  thy  verse  is  wrought, 
Some  Echo  name  thee,  who  first  stirred 
Those  waves  our  fathers  wondering  heard ; 
For  thou,  in  prophet's  mantle  shrouded, 
Vision  hast  of  truth  unclouded. 

IV 

And  thou  with  firm  and  delicate  touch 

Dost  bid  old  Grecian  myths  arise 
And  live,  their  vivid  beauty  such 

As  when  they  charmed  the  shadowed  eyes 
Of  him  who  sang  of  Ilion 
And  Peleus'  haughty  son ; 
On  Ida,  through  Tithonus'  halls, 
By  goddess-haunted  waterfalls, 

Singing,  thou  farest  on, 
Master,  with  the  clear  bright  grace 
Of  olden  Greece.     To  cottage- walls, 

Flower-hidden,  in  a  still  green  place, 
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Thou  turnest ;  tranquil  fireside  things, 
With  lover's  tryst  at  shut  of  eve, 
With  airy  hopes  young  lovers  weave 

And  simple  joys,  thy  music  rings. 


Ever  through  thy  changing  song 

The  great  sea  murmurs,  now  'tis  strong 

With  tempest,  loud  with  agony, 

And  now,  soft  lullaby 
The  hushed  waves  breathe  in  sunny  calm 
Thro'  English  oak  or  tropic  palm ; 
All  sounds  of  flood  and  forest  blend 
In  thy  clear  music,  bird-notes  lend 
Wild  beauty,  over  the  "  long  dun  wold  " 

The  icy  blast  sweeps,  fierce  and  free ; 
The  king-cup's  shining  gold 

More  brightly  shines  for  thee  ; 
And  no  man  hearkens  thy  sweet  singing, 
But  better  things  in  him  are  springing ; 
Nor  crooked  thought,  nor  any  stain, 
Master,  dare  thy  verse  profane. 

VI 

And  thou  full  threescore  years  hast  worn 
The  immortal  bay  entwined  with  thorn, 
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Entwined,  like  every  earthly  crown 
Of  power,  beauty,  or  renown  ; 

And  thou  with  front  serene 
The  bitter  brunt  hast  borne 
Of  this  loud  world ;  with  silent  scorn 

Its  paltry  strife  hast  seen ; 
Those  sixty  years  of  blazoned  fame 
Have  found  no  blot  upon  thy  name ; 
O  Master,  wear  it  long, 
Thy  meed  of  glorious  song  ! 

VII 

But  now  no  more  my  oaten  pipe  shall  sound 
Its  simple,  tedious  strain ; 
Yet  do  not  thou  disdain, 
O  prince,  with  years  and  honour  crowned, 
That  I  salute  thee  on  this  happy  day, 
And  for  thy  years'  continuance  humbly  pray. 

August  5,  1889. 
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RETURN,  rich  summer ;  bring  thy  balmy  heat, 
Thy  long,  long,  lustrous  days,  so  loth  to  close, 
Thy  mornings,  that  so  musically  rose 
On  flushing  woodland,  hill,  and  sleeping  street, 
Tower- shadowed,     where     long    swallow-pinions 

meet 
The  dawn-glow ;  bring  the  noon-day's  charmed 

repose, 
When  hay-meads  dimple  not  and  warm  woods 

doze, 
Gold  eves,  pale  nights,  with  hushed  sea-murmur 

sweet : 
Return,  with  sun-lit  mirth  and  holiday, 

Long  dreams  by  low-toned  waves  and  breakers 

hoar, 
With  brown-armed  maids   and    mowers    tossing 

hay, 

Lone  rambles  over  heather-purpled  moor, 
With  reapers'  burning  toil  and  cricketers'  play, 
Earth's  rose-edged  robe  and  ocean's  star-paved 

floor! 
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THE  YEAR'S  BIRTH 


THE  earth  lies  fettered  in  the  frost  to-night, 

Deep  heavens  brood  above  in  sparkling  calm  ; 

Not  anywhere  is  shed  the  chaliced  balm 
Of  flowers,  nor  anywhere  the  stars  delight 
To  quiver  in  cold  dews  or  water  bright ; 

But  strike  chill  sparkles  from  the  frosted  halm 

Of  grass  and  sedge  ;  the  forest's  rolling  psalm 
Is  hushed  to  awe,  the  still  airs  sharply  bite  : 
Wan  is  the  starry  dark ;  but  hill  and  plain 

Show  many  a  tower  with  golden  points  aglow, 
Whence  suddenly  there  drops  a  glittering  rain 

Of  music  on  the  silence  pulsing  slow ; 
Richly  it  swells  and  dies  and  swells  again, 

That  men  the  birth  of  one  more  year  may  know. 
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SOUL-AFFINITY 


\ 

SOUL  of  this  soul,  where  art  thou ;  dost  thou  wear 
The  frail  rose-robe  of  flesh,  or  art  thou  free 
Of  time  and  space  in  vast  eternity ; 
And  doth  the  mystery  of  mysteries  bare 
Its  brow  before  thee,  clear  as  summer  air, 

Rain-washed  at  dawn ;  all  beauty  canst  thou 

see 

Unveiled,  the  spring  of  all  the  things  to  be, 
And  know  that  all  is  good  and  very  fair  ? 
Or  still  upon  this  greenly-gleaming  star, 

Swift-whirled     through     stellar     mazes,     dost 

thou  go, 
Our  life's  disquiet  breathing  ? — Ah  !  not  far, 

Not  very  far,  Love  holds  thee  :  whisper  low, 
Winds,  angels,  pitying  sprites — what  means  the 

bar 
That  parts  us,  are  we  nearer  than  we  know  ? 
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AN  EPITAPH 


GREAT  sorrow,  great  delight,  his  portioned  lot 

Was  never ;  yet  he  knew  to  toil,  to  play, 

To  laugh  and  weep,  to  trespass  and  to  pray ; 
Repentance  claimed  him,  fanged  remorse  was  not 
For  him,  nor  towered  hall,  nor  straw-roofed  cot ; 

Nothing   he   brought   with   him,  naught  took 
away, 

Nay,  not  his  housemates'  joy;  nor  would  he 

stay 

One  hour  the  shears  that  severed  his  life-knot : 
Dare  we  carve  "  blessed  "  on  the  insentient  stone 

That  tells  all  sunny  hours  upon  his  grave  ? 
Life's  wine  he  scantly  sipped,  the  burning  zone 

Of  rapture  never  loosed,  nor  sang  one  stave 
Of  spheral  chime.     Alas  !  but  spindrift  blown, 

All  souls  are,  from  the  life-sea's  toppling  wave. 
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How  glorious  are  thy  goings,  radiant  sun, 

How   springest    thou   fresh-plumed   from    the 
deep, 

Thy  golden  tresses,  bound  with  dream-starred 

sleep, 

Free  shaking,  glad  and  proud  thy  course  to  run  ! 
On  rose-flecked,  amber  roads  the  wheels  are  spun 

Of  thy  bright  chariot,  where,  with  eager  sweep, 

Thy  thought-swift  coursers   scale   the  difficult 

steep, 
Unresting,  though  the  glowing  height  be  won : 

And  when,  returning  with  unbated  zest, 
Thy  steeds  flash  downward  from  the  azure  plains, 

How  kingly  dost  thou  vail  thy  burning  crest, 
Loosing  from  glowing  hands  the  jewelled  reins, 

Beneath  the  rubied  wave,  whose  charmed  breast 
Rich  memory  of  the  splendour  long  retains  ! 
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SOLITUDE 


"  that  inward  eye 

Which  is  the  bliss  of  solitude."— WORDSWORTH 


HE  who  hath  kept  lone  vigils,  stricken  through 
All  night  by  fiery  eyes  of  bygone  sin, 
Or,  on  blank  darkness,  seen  past  folly  spin 

An  ever- widening  web  ;  till  morning  dew 

Hath  wrestled  darkling  with  a  demon  crew 
Of  viewless  foes ;  or  he  who  strives  to  win 
A  truce  to  life-long  sorrow  in  the  din 

Of  strenuous  life  and  labours  ever  new ; 

To  such  the  inward  eye  of  solitude 
Is  horror-laden  as  the  Gorgon's  stare, 

Awful  as  that  unsleeping  glance  on  Cain, 
Or  that  from  which  at  eve  the  earliest  pair, 

Sin-stricken,  fled ;  it  is  the  one  sole  pain 

That  breaks  the  lonely  spirit's  fortitude. 


MAY 


DEAR  month  of  months,  the  poet's  darling  May, 
Whose  very  name  sheds  bloom  and  quickening 

dew, 
When   thou   art  here   the  world   takes   heart 

anew, 

All  things  that  breathe  or  bud  make  holiday ; 
The  calm  sea  laughs,  through  all  its  caverns  grey 
Joy   trembles,  woods   with    song   are    smitten 

through, 

Gorse  glows,  dim  hyacinths  swing  bells  of  blue, 
And  fur-clad  babes  in  field  and  forest  play ; 
Thou  naughty,  freakish  maid  !  now  wintry  scorn 

Miscurves  thy  lovely  lip,  now  for  a  space 
In    autumn    gloom   and    chill    thou   feign' st   to 

mourn, 

Then  laughest  out  again  with  cloudless  face  ; 
Play   thy   mad   pranks   afresh,    bring    bloom    to 

thorn, 
Witch   the   old   world   anew  with   youth   and 


grace  ! 
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DIED    1835 


"  Vale,  dulcissime,  vale  dilectissime,  desidemtissime  " 


O  THOU  most  sweet,  most  dear,  and  most  desired, 
Ere  grey-haired  sages  of  to-  day  were  born, 
In  the  dim  splendour  of  thy  golden  morn, 

Caught  hence,  thy  glorious  powers  ^un tasked,  un- 
tired  ! 

What  had  thy  full  years  done,  if  four  inspired 
A  love  so  deep  and  holy  as  doth  scorn 
Time  in  thy  great  friend's  greatest  song,  when, 
lorn 

Of  thee,  his  soul  in  melody  respired  ? 

What  hadst  thou  been,  who  art  for  ever  young, 
Fair,  strong  and  spotless  in  that  lovely  lay  ? 

Thy  chosen  still  lives  on,  the  friend  who  wrung 
Thy  hand  in  love  so  mighty,  haply  grey 

Of  heart,  forgetting  love  and  grief  once  sung — 
So  age  chills  all — but  thou  wilt  love  alway. 
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Was  Laura  lovely  as  her  lover's  plaint, 

Sweet  Bice  beautiful  as  Dante's  song, 

Did   lightest   glance   of    hers   purge    souls    of 

wrong, 

Was  Lycidas  in  sooth  so  high  a  saint  ? 
And  thou,  lost  Arthur,  did  thy  poet  paint 

Thee  truly,  or  in  colours  over-long 

Grief-brooded;   was    thy   soul    as    sweet   and 

strong, 

As  full  of  charm,  as  free  of  mortal  taint  ? 
Still,  age  had  more  than  death  thy  powers  chilled, 

By   love   and   death   made  deathless   in  their 

prime ; 
Vainly  in  youth  was  all  that  promise  stilled, 

Vainly  thy  bloom  is  stormed  upon  by  time ; 
Thy  brief  days  were  a  prophecy,  fulfilled 

For  ever  in  thy  poet's  golden  rhyme. 
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FRANCESCA 
DA  RIMINI 


"  Nessun  maggior  dokre 
Che  ricordarsi  del  tempo  felice 
Nella  miseria." — DANTE,  Inferno 


1 

So  moaned  Francesca  from  the  dread  abyss, 
Where  raging  tempest  not  a  moment  furled 
His  jealous  wings,  but  pitilessly  whirled 

Lost  souls  in  penal  woe  for  sinful  bliss  ; 

What  bitter  yearning  for  the  first  wild  kiss, 

The  deadly  joy   that   round   her  heart-strings 

curled 
And  her  from  Honour's  summit  swiftly  hurled, 

Woke  in  the  anguished  soul  that  uttered  this  : 
That  day  they  "  read  no  more,"  *  nor  any  more 

Their  hearts  beat  sinlessly — Alas  !  what  grief 
May  match  the  misery  of  soul-slaying  joys 
Remembered  ?    He  who  listened  wept  so  sore, 

The  soul  that  shared  her  pain  without  relief, 
His  tears  are  heard  through  all  the  Inferno's 
noise. 

*  "  Quel  giorno  pill  non  vi  leggemo  avante." 
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"  No  greater  sorrow  than  remembering  "  this — 
Great  joy  once  ours  through  fault  of  ours  is 

gone— 

With  what  fierce  longing  men  must  brood  upon 
Old  far-off  days  of  deep,  unconscious  bliss, 
Before  they  used  the  wine  of  life  amiss, 
Or  sullied  the  bright  chalice  ;  sadly  con 
Traced  words  and  dreams,  remembering  that 

undone 

Past  things  may  never  be  ;  like  sudden  hiss 
Of  hidden  snake,  must  old  words  sound  again, 
Tones    rich    with  love,   once   heeded  not    or 

scorned, 

In  the  lone,  rayless  night,  when  memory 
Stalks  pitiless  forth,  and  turns  lost  joy  to  pain, 

To  thorns  bright  roses  youthful  brows  adorned, 
Desire  to  thirst  of  raft-borne  men  at  sea. 

in 

Hath  noon  less  glory  mused  upon  by  night, 

Doth  June's  full  heart   with  lessened  fervour 

glow, 

Remembered   when   the   world    is   wan    with 
snow ; 
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Are  its  warm  roses  petalled  with  delight 
Less  fragrant,  are  their  diamond  dews  less  bright, 
Because  in  winter  dark  no  flower  may  blow  ? 
Doth    music    of    moon-glamoured    May-woods 

flow 
Less  rich  to  thought  when  trees  with  rime  are 

white  ? 
Nay,  memory  and  longing  ever  weave 

New  magic  round  the  joys  that  are  no  more  ; 
Spring    brightlier    blooms    by    winter's    dream- 
watched  fire, 
Remembered  joy  in  sorrow  is  reprieve 

To  anguish,  long-dead  days  from  happy  yore 
In  dark  hours  rise,  lest  hearts  with  pain  expire. 

IV 

Who  hath  not  marked,  among  the  very  poor, 
One  fallen  from  better  days,  a  little  king 
Among  his  peers,  in  fancy  summoning 

Past  glories  to  their  gaze  ?  for  evermore 

His  long-spent  wealth  is  his.      What  grandam, 

hoar 
And  wrinkled,   chuckles   not   when   old  tales 

bring 
To  mind  the  blossom  of  her  maiden  spring  ? 

How  dear  to  men  are  feats  of  schoolboy  yore  ! 
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So,  in  dark  days  of  lonely  pain,  when  all 

That  sweetened  life  is  gone,  'tis  sweet  to  muse 

On  music  of  stilled  voices,  to  recall 

Soft  fire  of  death-sealed  eyes,  the  radiant  hues 

Of  faces  lost,  and  all  the  converse  sweet 

Of  cherished  hearts  in  memory  to  repeat. 
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IF  there  be  glory  in  the  sun, 

If  splendour  on  the  sea, 
Sweet  music  in  all  rills  that  run, 

Dear  God,  it  is  of  thee. 

Of  iron  law,  of  system  stern, 

Wrung  from  necessity, 
Men  speak;  but  why  should  star-fires  burn, 

Seas  roll,  or  daisies  be  ? 

And  what  is  law  but  ordered  thought, 

System,  but  acting  will  ? 
If  atom  soulless  atom  sought, 

Some  mind  impelled  it  still. 

What  were  a  self-sprung  universe, 
A  chance-thrown  whirl  of  stars, 

Some  helmless  planet  might  disperse, 

Some  blind  force  breaking  bars  ? 
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Dread  were  Orion's  ordered  course, 
Grim  wastes  were  earth  and  sea, 

If,  not  a  father's  love,  but  force, 
Chance-guided,  bid  them  be ; 

Then  warm  June  days  might  be  as  bright, 

But  not  with  vital  gladness, 
And  lily-cups  as  purely  white, 

But  wan  for  very  sadness. 

If  there  be  glory  in  the  sun, 

If  splendour  on  the  sea, 
Sweet  music  in  all  rills  that  run 

Dear  God,  it  is  of  thee. 

'Tis  not  alone  that  thou  hast  made 
All  things  that  breathe  and  be, 

But  that  thy  being  doth  pervade 
Creation's  mystery. 

Thou  livest  in  the  starry  dew 

That  quickens  sun-dried  air  ; 
It  is  thy  Spirit,  breathing  through 

Green  leaves,  that  makes  them  fair  ; 
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Beauty  and  art  thy  creatures  are, 
Each  clothes  a  thought  of  thine ; 

There  is  no  glamour  in  a  star 
Except  thy  love  there  shine  ; 

Thy  splendour  broods  on  icy  peaks, 
The  torrent's  thunder  fills  ; 

It  is  thy  majesty  that  speaks 
Upon  the  silent  hills. 

The  sweetest  spring-flower  ever  blushed 
On  brightest  morn  of  May, 

The  richest  bird-song  ever  gushed 
At  rosiest  shut  of  day, 

The  maiden  moon  that  strayeth  lone 
And  pensive  through  the  sky, 

Unloosing  from  her  silver  zone 
Her  largesse  silently, 


The  solemn  majesty  of  night, 

Its  stillness  and  its  stars, 
The  glory  when,  in  growing  light, 

The  crimson  day  unbars  ; 
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All  could  not  charm,  except  some  thought 

From  thee  within  them  stirred  ; 
They  touch  man's  soul,  for  thou  hast  wrought 

Their  beauty  by  thy  word. 

Nor  marble  breathes,  nor  canvas  glows, 

Nor  lives  the  poet's  line, 
Nor  music  thrills,  unless  there  flows 

Through  all  thy  grand  design; 

Thus  Grecian  bards'  imaginings 

Are  lovely  or  sublime, 
Thus  from  old  Grecian  marble  springs 

Live  beauty  scorning  time. 

L'Envoi 

God  thought :  worlds  rolled  in  sudden  space  ; 

He  spake  :  and  life  was  there ; 
The  universe  in  his  embrace 

Reposes  and  is  fair. 
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THE  SHIP 


FAR  away,  away,  and  away  for  ever 

Speeds  a  noble  ship  with  her  crowding  sail  set, 

Dim  and  thin  as  web  of  a  fairy's  weaving, 

Dim  in  the  distance  ; 

Speeds  a  silent  ship,  with  a  viewless  cargo, 
Viewless,  voiceless  crew,  to  a  haven  happy 
Bound,  or  doomed  to  crash  on  a  reef,  or  founder 
Far  in  the  ocean, 

Far,  so  far ;  or  sheeted  in  flame,  or  driven 
League  on  league  by  fury  of  shrieking  storm-wind, 
Broken-poled,  or  battered  by  crashing  wave-wall 
Toppling  above  her; 

Crushed,  or  caught  by  calm  on  a  purple  ocean, 
Domed  by  purple  sky  in  a  circling  silence, 
Endless,  lonely,  vast  as  a  seraph's  thought  is, 

Musing  on  world-births. 
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There  the  vessel,  firm  as  a  tower  rock-built, 
Doubled  stands  at  pause,  till  the  ship  beneath  her 
Breaks  to  rippled  line  in  a  sudden  sea-breath 
Shattering  silence. 

Vague  as  dreams  that  die  in  the  glory  flooding 
Eyes  unsealed  by  dawn,  or  the  shapes  that  people 
Boyish  fancy,  past  as  the  shifting  pageant 
Shot  from  a  bubble, 

Vague  she  glides ;  no  more  with  a  vision  conscious 
Shall  we  see  her  tops,  from  the  levels  rising 
Into  towered  bulk,  or  her  lessened  hull  slip 
Under  the  sea-rim. 

So  a  soul,  from  depths  of  unfathomed  distance 
Springs  and  glides  awhile  in  elusive  nearness, 
Glides  away,  away,  and  away  for  ever 
Into  the  silence. 


A  WISH 


COULD  I  but  send  you  the  fresh,  dewy  sweetness, 
Floated  from  clover-field,  breathed  from  the 
rose. 

Glory  of  noon-tide  and  summer's  completeness, 
Hope  of  the  day's  spring  and  peace  of  its  close  ! 

Could  I  but  gather  Earth's  joy  and  her  beauty, 
Grace  them  with  high  thoughts  eternally  fair, 

And  send  you,  with  wrong  slain  and  well-achieved 

duty  !— 
All  I  can  send  is  a  sigh  and  a  prayer. 


SLEEP 


DESIRED,  beloved,  dear  refuge  from  mischance, 
Down  through  the  ordered  maze  of  whirling 
stars, 

On  balmy  pinion  sink,  with  smiles  that  trance 
The  soul  to  stillness  and  its  earthly  bars 

In  peace  dissolve  ;  clasp  closely  to  thy  breast 

One  who  hath  pined  too  long  by  thee  unblest : 

Care  -  soothing    Sleep,    descend ;    from    chiming 

spheres, 

Bring  strains  celestial,  holy  strains,  that  keep 
The  heart  in  rapture  still ;  hush  thou  all  fears, 

All  sorrow  hush,  all  bitter  memory  steep 
In  peace  Elysian,  thou,  whose  light  touch  frees 
The   captive,   thou    whose    glance   pain,   frenzy 
flees! 

Lay  thy  light  wand  athwart  those  weary  eyes 
And  seal  them  fast  in  balmy,  drowsy  dews, 
65  E 


SLEEP 

Then  take  the  dead  day's  thoughts,  as  they  arise, 

And  memories,  and  with  magic  spell  transfuse 
Till  all  in  vivid  pageant  changing  pass 
Through  dreaming  thought,  like  sights  in  wizard's 
glass. 

Bar  thou  the  half-closed  portals  of  the  ears 

From  rude  assaulting  sounds,  or,  with  thy  wand 

Transmute  them  to  fine  music — tumbling  weirs, 
Soft  song  of  murmurous  surf  on  sunny  strand, 

The  wind-borne  melody  of  distant  bells, 

Or  that  deep  chant  that  through  the  pine-wood 
swells. 

From  far  beyond  the  utmost  star-fires  bring 
Dim  glimpses  waking  eye  may  never  see, 

Brush  thou  the  lips  with  lightly  waving  wing 
Till  new  life  flash  through  every  vein  and  free 

The  pain-checked  pulses,  and  all  wasted  powers 

Revive  :  then  hie  thee  to  thy  silver  bowers. 

Desired,  beloved,  who  cradlest  weary  man 

From  birth  upon  thy  breast ;  thy  kisses  smooth 

Toil's  furrowed  brow  to  velvet,  hues  of  wan 

And  wasting  sorrow  change,  thy  whispers  soothe 

Heart-fever,  med'cine  sickness  and  refill 

Life's  ebbing  springs ;  great  angel,  sweet  and  still. 
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I  HAVE  friends  beneath  the  sod, 

(Ichabod  !  O  Ichabod  !) 
Tears  of  mine  have  steeped  their  graves, 

Greened  the  grass  that  on  them  waves. 

I  have  friends — Alas  !  alas  ! 

Friendship  fades  like  summer  grass — 
Friends  whose  love  and  faith  are  fled ; 

Tears  of  blood  for  these  I  shed. 

What  slew  friendship,  who  can  say  ? 

Some  chance  shot  on  some  ill  day, 
Some  rude  jar  on  nerve  too  tense, 

Or  rash,  unguarded  confidence  ? 

All  have  friends  beneath  the  sod, 

(Ichabod  !  O  Ichabod  !) 
Ah  !  what  leaves  us  broken-hearted 
Is  not  friend,  but  love,  departed. 
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TWENTY-FIRST 
BIRTHDAY 


HER  pale  hands  folded  across  her  breast, 
Her  cold  lids  over  her  bright  eyes  pressed, 
Her  body  still  as  the  carven  stone, 
Coffined  she  lies  and  all  alone ; 

Cold  and  still  in  her  loveliness, 
Death-damp  dimming  her  golden  tress, 
The  light  all  quenched  in  her  radiant  eyes, 
My  beautiful  youth,  my  lost  youth,  lies. 

All  the  bitter  and  sweet  are  fled, 

Her  laughter  is  done,  her  tears  are  shed ; 

Never  now  will  she  know  again 

The  pang  that  tore  her  heart  in  twain. 

Fair  she  was,  as  an  angel,  fair ; 
Sweet  was  her  song  on  the  morning  air, 
Light  was  her  step  on  the  vernal  sod, 
As  if  on  the  ether's  blue  she  trod. 
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Bitter,  oh  !  bitter,  the  deadly  draught 
Her  rosy  lips  in  their  smiling  quaffed  ; 
Her  radiant  brow  showed  no  decay, 
Yet  slowly  she  faded  from  day  to  day. 

So  she  is  dead — so  let  her  lie, 
Hide  her  away  from  the  sunny  sky, 
Heap  the  earth  on  her  locks  of  gold, 
Dry  her  tears  in  the  graveyard  mould. 

Come  to  me,  friend,  who  art  waiting  there, 

Say  is  thy  face  a  tithe  as  fair  ? 

Cold  is  thy  brow,  with  never  a  stain — 

Bring  back  my  youth  with  her  passion  and  pain. 

Never,  ah  !  never ;  my  bright  one  lies 
Hidden  away  with  her  tears  and  sighs, 
Hidden  away  with  her  joy  and  pain, 
Never  to  waken  or  smile  again, 


ROBERT  BROWNING'S 
DEATH 


A  KING  of  men  is  dead, 

A  princely  soul 
From  earth  is  sped, 

Sped  to  the  spirit's  far  and  final  goal, 
Where  centre  love,  hope,  thought  and  pure  desire, 

To  the  immortal  sire, 

Whose  will  true  art  and  beauty  doth  inspire, 
At   whose   deep-breathed   word    souls    live    and 
sphere-fires  roll ; 

A  mighty  soul  hath  fled 
Earth's  shadow,  all  its  care  and  dole, 
We,  children  of  a  late,  degenerate  day, 
Mourn  for  the  regal  spirit  passed  away. 

ii 

*  Guercino's  angel  hath  at  last  stepped  down 

To  clasp  the  weary  singer  to  his  breast ; 

*  "Dear  and  great  angel,  wouldst  thou  only  leave 

That  child,  when  thou  hast  done  with  him,  for  me  !  " 

BROWNING.  The  Guardian  Angel. 
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For  welcome  eve  is  here,  with  labour's  crown, 

The  laurelled  brow  is  bound  with  perfect  rest ; 
The  angel-touch  hath  soothed  away  all  care, 

All  earth-stain,  every  trace  of  toil  and  pain, 
Folded  the  hands  in  mute,  eternal  prayer, 

Calmed  the  great  rush  of  thought  that  thronged 

the  brain 
Too  thickly,  so  that  utterance  was  not  found, 

Oft,  save  in  broken  music,  rugged  song, 
Rugged,  but  rich  as  that  thick-warbled  sound 
That   charms   the   moon-stilled    woodland    all 

night  long ; 

Lower  than  the  child,  who  prays  beneath  the  brow 
Of  that  protecting  angel,  must  he  bow ; 
Lower  than  the  child's  the  poet's  head  is  bent, 
In  "  pathos  "  solemn  and  "  magnificent "  : 
Ave  !  thou  that  liest  low ; 
Vale  !  thou  from  earth  must  go. 

in 

In  Italy,  thy  Italy, 
The  lovely  land  of  art  and  story, 
In  the  beautiful  city,  whose  streets  are  sea, 
Ripe  in  wisdom,  rich  in  glory, 
In  vigorous  prime, 
Despite  the  rime 
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Of  eld  upon  the  thought-worn  brow, 
To  thunders  of  victory,  plaudits  that  greet 
The  sound  of  thy  swan-song  *  solemn  and  sweet, 
Thy  life-task  fitly  done,  most  fitly  goest  thou ; 
Ave  !  Vale  !  son  of  song, 
Spirit  beautiful  and  strong  ! 


IV 

Fair  were  thy  steps  upon  the  lofty  hills, 

Upon  the  keen-aired  height 

Thy  path  was  light, 

Winged  with  the  morn  wert  thou;  where  dawn 
distils 

Her  pearl,  thy  brow  was  bright, 

Thy  tidings,  hope  and  peace  ; 

Their  echoes  cannot  cease, 
Their  sound  the  listening  age  with  courage  fills : 

What  poet  higher  soars 
Than  thou,  beyond  thought's  farthest  star, 

Or  stoops  so  far 

Beneath  those  deeps,  where  storm  for  ever  roars, 
And  thence,  as  thou,  from  dark  confusion  wrings 
Melodious  strength,  and  calm  and  victory  brings  ? 

*  "  At  the  midnight,  in  the  silence  of  the  sleep-time." 
Asolando,  published  December  8,  1889. 
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Nor  dost  thou  pause  too  long 

On  solemn,  strenuous  song, 
But  oft  in  flute  notes,  full  and  tender, 
The  soul  of  love  and  youth  dost  render, 

Folding  thy  vast,  aspiring  wings 

To  brood  awhile  on  lowly  things  : 
Brave  heart,  that  dared  to  greatly  dare 

And  greatly  fail, 

Yet  scorned  to  quail 
Or  yield  one  jot  to  craven's  dull  despair, 

What  glorious  laurels  twine 

That  noble  brow  of  thine, 
Ave  !  Vale  !  spirit  pure, 
Ever  shall  thy  work  endure  ! 


There  were  two  living  kings  of  song, 

Titans  in  a  pigmy  throng  ; 

One  is  taken,  one  is  left ; 

We  who  mourn,  of  one  bereft, 

His  brother  would  keep  and  honour  long, 

His  brother  would  cherish  with  honour  and  song. 

O  England,  mother  of  mighty  men, 

Mighty  with  sceptre,  sword  and  pen, 

Wise  in  counsel,  steady  in  deed, 

One  of  thy  greatest  falls  to-day ; 
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Give  to  the  victor  a  victor's  meed, 

Welcome  with  pomp  his  holy  clay ; 
Open  thy  temple  portals  wide, 
Give  him  a  place  thy  kings  beside ; 
Mourn  him,  mother,  but  not  alone, 
Wherever  the  English  tongue  is  known, 
Men  are  mourning  thy  son  to-day, 
Twining  with  yew  the  deathless  bay  : 
Ave,  ave,  let  England  say, 
Ave,  lord  of  the  strenuous  lay, 
Ave,  crowned  with  immortal  bay  ! 
Let  Britain's  myriad  voices  say 
To  him  who  is  laid  to  his  rest  to-day. 

VI 

But  stay,  he  is  not  dead  ; 

He  hath  but  shed 
His  earthly  coil,  and  soared 

Beyond  all  care  and  dread, 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  boldest  thought, 

To  that  his  soul  adored  ; 
He  lives  on  earth  in  that  he  wrought, 
For  ever  liveth  in  the  treasure  hoard 
Of  lofty  lore  and  noble  hope  his  songs  afford 
Ave,  lord  of  lofty  song, 
Spirit  beautiful  and  strong  ! 
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THE    SWALLOWS 


YOUR  pinions  darken  all  the  sky, 
Dear  comrades  of  the  sunny  days, 
You  wheel  in  many  an  airy  maze 

Your  squadrons,  ere  away  you  fly, 

Good-bye  ! 

How  swift  the  hours  with  you  flew  by, 
When  leaves  were  green  and  flowers  gay, 
When  song  and  sunbeam  cheered  the  day, 

When  hay  was  tossed  and  corn  stood  high ; 

Good-bye ! 

The  music  of  the  spring  we  heard, 

The  year's  bright  pageant  saw  together, 
July's  hot  sun  and  August  heather, 

And  now  your  plumes  for  flight  are  stirred, 

Sweet  bird ! 
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Then  let  us  part  without  a  sigh, 
Nor  idly  mourn  for  pleasure  gone, 
But  keep  past  joy  to  ponder  on, 

When  winter  tempest  rends  the  sky  ; 

Good-bye  ! 
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WHERE  and  what  are  you,  my  friend, 
Mourned  and  missed  from  dawn  till  end 
Of  every  day  and  every  night, 
Wise,  whimsical,  and  loving  sprite  ? 
Stol'n,  slain — not  strayed — perchance  you  are 
Still  robed  in  mortal  fur,  though  far 
From  home  and  joy  ;  or  you  may  be 
In  spirit  land,  awaiting  me  ; 

For  if,  to  grief  and  joy  above 
Your  ken,  you  reach,  by  dint  of  love 
That  far  outweighs  your  bounded  powers, 
May  you  not  share  some  life  of  ours 
Beyond  ?     More  brief  your  vital  span, 
More  peril-fraught,  than  that  of  man. 

Frail  thing  and  small,  whose  sympathy 
Your  mistress  cheered  in  misery, 
Once,  from  a  new-filled  grave  returned, 
Sick  with  sorrow,  she  discerned 
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You,  watching,  waiting,  at  the  gate 
Of  a  home  half  desolate, 
Half  desolate,  but  home  indeed, 
While  such  welcome  she  could  read 
And  loyal  love  in  living  eyes, 
She  deemed,  as  you  in  loving  guise, 
Dear  Tiny,  leapt  to  loving  hand, 
Encircling  her  with  gesture  bland, 
Beguiling  of  their  heavy  gloom 
Silent  house  and  empty  room. 

One  night  you  heard  your  mistress  weep, 
Her  sorrow  pierced  your  blissful  sleep, 
And  you  uncurled  in  pained  surprise, 
To  gaze  on  her  with  wide,  wild  eyes — 
Dear,  startled  eyes,  so  bright,  so  clear, 
So  full  of  sorrow,  love  and  fear, 
Bewildered  by  a  pain  above 
Their  utmost  reach  of  thought  and  love — 
Your  playmate,  Wynkyn,  rose  with  you, 
His  golden  glance  perturbed ;  each  drew 
Quick  breaths  of  terror ;  each  on  each 
Gazed,  eloquent  beyond  all  speech  ; 
Each  questioned  each,  with  heart  astir, 
As  saying  :  "  What  is  wrong  with  her, 
The  strong,  the  wise  ;  what  shall  we  do  ?  " 
But  ah  !  my  Tiny,  it  was  you 
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Whose  kindness  bloomed  in  act ;  you  drew 
A  soft  paw  down  a  cheek  that  knew 
No  earthly  solace  in  the  deep, 
Dark,  lonely  silence,  given  for  sleep  ; 
With  what  a  perfect  tenderness 
For  far-off,  undivined  distress, 
That  gentle,  pitying  touch  was  laid, 
What  over-rush  of  pain  it  stayed 
To  self-control,  with  what  relief; 
Though  'twas  no  light  or  common  grief, 
Your  simple  act  of  love  allayed. 

Ah  !  Tiny,  must  you  pay  the  debt 
Of  nature,  too,  my  sinless  pet  ? 
Unconscious  you  of  trespass  worse 
Than  cream  illicit-lapped,  no  curse 
You  earn,  and  yet  you  share  with  man 
The  sorrow  of  the  general  plan, 
And  yet  of  him,  food,  warmth,  you  seek, 
Dependent,  subject,  small  and  weak. 

Now  you  are  gone,  how  much  is  gone, 
Small  friend,  how  much  to  ponder  on ; 
I  miss  the  quarrels,  soon  appeased, 
Mad  pranks  and  wilfulness  ;  all  pleased, 
But  most  the  blissful  motherhood, 
The  jealous,  constant  care,  the  food 
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Scarce  snatched,  the  sport  foregone,  to  keep 
The  blind  warm  nestlings  safe. 

Oh  !  deep, 

Mysterious  mother-heart,  that  holds 
All  young,  frail  life  in  silken  folds 
Of  self-forgetting  tenderness, 
Patient,  and  wise,  and  sure  !  we  bless 
With  spirit  bowed,  the  hand  divine 
That  wove  through  all  the  vast  design 
This  thread  of  gold,  assurance  dear, 
Of  love  at  life's  heart  mastering  fear. 

No  more  the  low  sweet  croon  I  hear, 
That  hushed  or  chid  your  babies  dear, 
Their  graceful  gambols  watch  or  see 
Their  fits  of  feigned  ferocity ; 
No  more,  no  more,  the  greeting  dumb 
And  bland,  I  meet,  the  tranquil  hum 
Of  purring  puss,  with  winking  eyne 
And  oft-stroked  fur,  coiled  serpentine  ; 
Pain,  hunger,  thirst,  no  more  can  touch 
My  dumb,  sweet  friend  who  loved  so  much  : 
All's  ended  now  ;  the  mirth,  the  whims, 
The  meditative  moods,  with  limbs 
Soft  folded.     Nevermore  shall  I 
A  friend  win,  true  and  warm  as  Ti. 
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THE  sun  is  turning  on  its  height, 
In  fullest  leaf  the  woodlands  glow, 
The  land  is  laughing  in  the  light ; 

Skylarks  essay  their  highest  flight, 
Hedges  at  noon  no  shadow  throw, 
The  sun  is  turning  on  its  height. 

Day  glimmers  palely  thro'  the  night, 
Across  the  corn  cool  wind-waves  flow, 
The  land  is  laughing  in  the  light ; 

The  keen  scythes  turn  with  flashes  white, 
Where  mowers  stride  in  steady  row ; 
The  sun  is  turning  on  its  height ; 

Sweet  roses  muse  in  tranced  delight, 
Spiced  airs  from  clover-meadows  blow, 

The  land  is  laughing  in  the  light. 
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Life  knows  no  pause,  its  fullest  height 
Once  gained,  the  currents  backward  go  ; 
The  sun  is  turning  on  its  height, 
The  land  is  laughing  in  the  light, 
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MEMORIES  of  lost  delight, 
When  dark  seas  of  anguish  moan, 
Are  stars  in  sorrow's  deepest  night ; 

Love-thrilled  touches,  glances  bright, 
Words  once  breathed  in  Love's  own  tone, 
Memories  of  lost  delight, 


Wasting  time  may  never  blight ; 
They  are  evermore  our  own, 
Stars  in  sorrow's  deepest  night. 


Grief  with  sworded  arm  may  smite 
All  we  love ;  he  spares  alone 
Memories  of  lost  delight. 

Though  sweet  days  have  taken  flight, 
Souls  may  treasure  every  one, 
Stars  in  sorrow's  deepest  night, 
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Cherish  then  in  grief's  despite 

Every  joy  our  lives  have  known  ; 
Memories  of  lost  delight, 
Stars  in  Sorrow's  deepest  night. 
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MARCH  MONTH 

MARTIAL  March,  with  clarion  blast 

Clear  the  skies  and  crisp  the  clod ; 
Fully  rouse  the  earth  at  last, 
Martial  March  !     With  clarion  blast, 
Speed  the  sower's  toil  and  cast 

Firstling  flowers  upon  the  sod, 
Martial  March  !     With  clarion  blast, 
Clear  the  skies  and  crisp  the  clod  ! 


MAY  MONTH 

WELCOME,  maiden  May,  once  more 

Welcome  song  and  blossom  bringing, 
Sea-pink  starring  cliff  and  shore, 
Welcome,  maiden  :  May  once  more 
Gilds  the  waste  and  stills  the  roar 

Of  tempest  in  the  year's  blithe  singing ; 
Welcome,  maiden  May,  once  more 
Welcome  song  and  blossom  bringing  ' 


TRIOLETS 

SUNSET 

THE  sun  is  glowing  in  the  west, 

The  mighty  deep  in  calm  reposes, 
Far  on  visioned  hills  of  rest 
The  sun  is  glowing  ;  in  the  west 
Are  fire-robed  prophets,  angels  crest 

The  bastioned  cloud  ;  dissolved  in  roses 
The  sun  is,  glowing  in  the  west, 
The  mighty  deep  in  calm  reposes. 
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THE    HALLOWING 
OF  WESTMINSTER 


THORNEY  ISLE 

TWELVE  centuries  ago  and  more 

The  river  wound  at  his  own  wild  will,1 

The  weeds  moved  mute  on  a  lonely  shore, 
Where  now  the  roar  is  hardly  still 

From  dusk  till  dawn,  from  dawn  till  dusk, 
The  deep,  dull  roar  of  England's  heart ; 

Bees  hummed  above  the  wild-rose  musk, 
Ants  played  their  brief,  imperial  part, 

There  stalked  the  crane,  the  wolf-cub  rolled, 
Where  pageants  pass  and  things  of  price 

Are  vended,  souls  are  bought  and  sold, 
Pomp  glitters,  labour  strives  and  cries  ; 

There  swooped  the  hawk,  where  courts  of  law 
Are  holden  now  and  fisc  imposed, 

And  there  the  wild-cat's  sudden  paw 

Sweet  throats  athrob  with  summer  closed. 
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There  pilgrim,  chapman,  prince,  and  priest 
Gloomed  in  the  vivid  wave,  and  broke 

To  shimmering  silver  line  and  ceased 
Beneath  the  paid  oar's  measured  stroke. 

And  there  the  ferryman  all  day 
His  lonely  cottage  loitered  nigh, 

Laid  snares  for  furred  and  finny  prey, 
And  listened  for  the  traveller's  cry. 

Till  one  spring  morn  to  Thorney  Isle, 

With  priest  and  scribe,  King  Sebert  came 

To  trace  the  lines  of  a  noble  pile, 

Where  men  might  praise  the  Holy  Name. 


The  river  murmurs  to  his  reeds, 

The  reeds  tell  out  the  river's  story  ; 

The  sun  unyokes  the  fire-winged  steeds 
And  purpling  skies  repeat  the  glory. 

Sweet  are  the  warbled  orisons 
Of  lark  and  linnet  ere  the  morn, 

But  sweeter  far  the  plain-song  runs 
From  holy  lips  and  hearts  new-born. 
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WESTMINSTER 

THE  night  was  black,  the  night  was  wild, 
The  dry  sedge  shuddered  in  the  stream, 

The  minster  stood  for  hallowing  piled, 
When  Osric,  ferryman,  dreamed  a  dream 

Of  holy  things,  of  angel  wings, 

Of  blossoms  sweet  and  very  fair, 
Of  warbling  voice  to  golden  strings, 

And  soft  song  thrilling  happy  air. 

What,  ho  !  good  ferryman,  what,  ho  !" 
From  far  a  voice  called  through  his  dream, 
Till  Osric  sprang  awake — "  Come,  row, 
Good  boatman,  row  me  o'er  the  stream." 

A  hurried  Ave  Osric  said ; 

Once  more  across  the  blind  black  night 
The  far-off  cry  rang ;  from  his  bed 

He  leapt  and  ran  ;  his  lantern  light 

He  snatched,  his  rocking  boat  unmoored, 
And  shot  across  the  flood,  and  found 

A  shrouded  form,  with  staff  and  gourd 
And  sandalled  feet,  on  the  sedgy  ground. 
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"  Gold  or  silver  have  I  none  ; 

Osric,  alone  for  love  of  God 
Aid  me  to  do  what  must  be  done 

Before  the  morning  dries  the  sod." 


"  For  love  of  God  there  is  no  freight 
I  would  not  row  from  shore  to  shore." 

The  boat  plunged  deep  with  the  pilgrim's  weight ; 
Stout  Osric  bent  to  the  bending  oar, 

Stout  Osric  pulled  the  oar  amain, 

With  starting  muscle,  throbbing  heart : 

Him  seemed  beneath  the  heavy  strain, 
The  blades  would  crack,  the  timbers  part. 

"  Abide  thou  here ;  when  that  is  done, 

That  must  be  done,  will  I  return." 
The  stranger  is  gone,  an  hour-glass  run ; 

Night  stills,  the  stars  in  beauty  burn. 

Doth  Osric  drowse  and  dream  again, 

Or  is  it  music  stirs  the  night  ? 
How  pure,  how  clear  that  warbled  strain, 

Lo  !  all  the  minster  glows  with  light. 
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What  odours  rare  entrance  the  air, 

Sweeter  than  spice  from  woodbine  flung 

To  dying  day ;  what  sounds  are  there, 
Are  those  sweet  bells  by  angels  rung  ? 

Silence  again  and  midnight  mirk ; 

One  stands  upon  the  river-shore, 
White-stoled,  with  haloed  head,  his  work 

Fulfilled  :  him  Osric  kneels  before. 


te  Osric,  alone  of  mortals,  thou 

The  minster's  hallowing  hast  known  ; 
Arise  and  give  God  praise."     His  brow 
The  boatman  raised ;  in  benison 

The  holy  hands  were  spread,  when  lo ! 

A  shrill  sound  shook  the  waning  night, 
Whereat  the  saint  wept :  all  men  know 

St.  Peter's  bird,  that  brings  the  light ; 

St.  Peter's  warning,  all  men  know, 
St.  Peter's  sorrow  :  Osric  raised 
A  wonder-smitten  face,  and  lo ! 

Dumb  darkness  whereso'er  he  gazed. 
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With  incense,  oil  and  sacring-bell, 
With  gloss  of  silk  and  gleam  of  gold, 

At  morn  they  came  :  then  what  befell 
At  midnight,  Osric  trembling  told. 

The  bishops  kneel,  low  kneels  the  king 
In  worship,  while  the  doors  spring  wide, 

Lights  burn,  bells  ring  and  censers  swing, 
Song  dies,  but  echoes  long  abide. 

This  was  the  minster's  hallowing 
Twelve  centuries  ago  and  more  ; 

There  hearts  still  daily  incense  bring, 
Still  thence  doth  daily  lustre  pour. 
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MASSACRES,   1896 


DREAMING  Europe,  wake,  awake  ! 

Civil  murder's  madding  flood 
Sweeps  Stamboul  unchecked ;  awake, 

Stem  this  tide  of  brother's  blood  ! 

Drowsing  nations,  rise,  arise, 

Fooled  and  foiled  by  Eastern  guile ; 

Scorn  those  fine-spun  subtleties, 
Scorn  that  sleek  Selamlik  smile  ! 

Trust  no  more  the  tyrant's  craft, 
Broken  pledge,  dishonoured  word 

Oft,  too  oft,  the  Turk  has  laughed 
In  his  sleeve  at  Europe's  sword. 

Hurl  yon  "  crowned  assassin,"  hurl 
From  his  desecrated  height 

Down  beneath  the  dust  and  whirl 

Of  the  world's  embattled  might ! 
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Ravished  maid,  dishonoured  spouse, 
Slaughtered  babe  and  tortured  sire, 

Cry  to  God  and  man,  and  rouse 
Echoes  down  Hell's  central  fire. 

Abdul  Hamid,  thy  renown 

Through  the  ages  shall  not  die ; 

Neros,  Borgias,  pale  and  frown 
Lest  thine  match  their  infamy. 

Leash  thy  bloodhounds,  Turk,  or  lie 
Under  Europe's  armed  heel ; 

Mark,  thou  sceptred  cruelty, 
Mark  the  vial's  breaking  seal ! 

Rise,  ye  giant  peoples,  rise, 

Shake  the  languor  from  your  limbs, 
Dash  the  darkness  from  your  eyes  ! 

Turkey's  cup  with  guilt  o'erbrims. 


September  1896 
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A    VALEDICTION 


GOD  shall  make  his  angels 
Guardians  over  thee, 

Nothing  vile  or  harmful 
In  thy  path  shall  be ; 

Though  thy  foot  may  wander 
All  the  wide  world  o'er, 

They  shall  hover  round  thee, 
They  shall  go  before. 

In  the  storm  of  battle, 
Face  to  face  with  death, 

In  the  flame  and  thunder 
Of  the  cannon's  breath, 

Friend  and  foe  around  thee, 
Fall'n  like  winter  snows ; 

Swords  of  fire  celestial 
Round  thy  body  close. 
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Though  the  waves  of  sorrow 
Surge  above  thy  head, 

By  those  holy  guardians 
Shall  thy  steps  be  led  ; 

Though  thine  eyes  may  darken 

In  the  mists  of  pain, 
By  thy  couch  of  anguish 

Waits  a  shining  train, 

Hands  unseen  and  gentle 
Calm  thy  fevered  brow ; 

Guard  thy  soul,  when  tremblings 
Heart  and  body  bow. 

He  shall  give  his  angels 
Charge  of  all  thy  ways  ; 

They  shall  still  protect  thee, 
Guard  thee  all  thy  days. 
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JUDGMENT 


WHAT  shall  we  see  at  the  Judgment  Day, 
When  our  sins  rise  up  before  us  ? 

Sorrow  and  sighing  we  would  not  stay, 
The  stripes  of  the  steed  that  bore  us ; 

Ringed  all  round  by  reproachful  eyes, 

Eyes  full  of  love,  accusing, 
We  shall  be,  deafened  by  moans  and  cries,- 

A  hell  of  our  own  vile  choosing. 

Sweet  lives  robbed  that  the  beast  in  man 
Be  pampered,  gorged,  and  bloated ; 

Bright  birds  torn,  for  a  wanton's  fan, 
For  a  lure  to  folly  floated ; 

Innocent  blood  on  beauty's  brow, 
Blood  for  a  child's  adorning ; 

Agonies,  dumb  and  helpless  now, 

But  not  on  the  Judgment  morning  ; 
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Every  pang  we  have  scorned  or  made 
With  a  venomed  fang  will  tear  us — 

Angel  of  Pity,  ere  doom  be  said, 

Pour  ruth  in  our  hearts  and  spare  us  ! 
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A  WOMAN'S 
POINT  OF  VIEW 


You  held  me  goddess,  who  am  but  woman, 
Am  but  man,  with  the  added  woe  ; 

You  call  me  shallow,  false,  inhuman ; 
Have  it  so,  then,  have  it  so. 

Energy  crushed  and  hopes  all  broken, 

A  whole  life's  aims  perplexed  and  marred, 

This  to  my  charge  ?     But  a  love  unspoken 
How  should  I  guess,  or  how  discard  ? 

Could  I  have  veiled  the  inward  smiling 
Of  eyes  you  liken  to  Love's  own  stars, 

Dreamed  of  the  lip's,  the  brow's,  beguiling, 
Dreamed  of  the  worlds  a  word  unbars  ? 

How  did  I  hurt  you,  friend  ?     With  magic 
Woven  of  beauty,  grace,  and  charm, 

Woven  of  youth  and  guile,  to  tragic 
End  and  issue  fraught  with  harm  ? 
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Nay ;  but  of  fate  and  fancy  woven, 
Hope  the  warp,  the  woof  desire, 

To  tissue  of  cloud  and  gold,  air-cloven, 
Sun-dissolved,  on  a  loom  of  fire. 


Well  may  I  know  what  love  is,  brother, 
Well  do  I  know  and  bitterly  rue  ; 

Women  every  pang  must  smother, 
Men  may  hector,  rail,  pursue. 

Still  you  revile,  you  not  assoil,  me — 

Me  !  who  grieve  for  the  trampled  worm  ! — 

Exult  in  the  years  that  come  to  spoil  me 
And  put  to  my  baleful  charm  a  term. 

Of  trancing  smiles,  of  love-lit  glances, 
Studied  words  and  tones,  I  hear ; 

But  no  more  harm  than  a  fly,  that  dances 
A  sunny  hour,  did  I  think  or  fear. 

If  ever  I  pressed  your  hand  too  kindly, 
Met  your  gaze  with  a  look  too  soft, 

Ah  !  believe  me,  I  did  it  blindly, 

Undivining,  marvelling  oft. 
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Farewell,  Gerald  !  ere  I  recover, 

Your  love  will  be  as  the  last  year's  rose ; 

But  7  lose  a  friend — for  an  angry  lover, 
A  bitter  lover,  whose  words  are  blows. 

Gerald,  farewell !  if  false,  inhuman, 

You  deemed,  you  adored,  me  fashioned  so ; 

Sorely  I  grieve,  for  I  am  but  woman, 
Am  but  man  with  the  added  woe. 
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LOVE'S  FESTIVAL 


HE  loves  me,  and  he  knows  I  love  him ;  death, 
Pain,  sorrow,  want,  and  sickness,  what  are  you  ? 

He  loves  me,  and  he  knows  I  love  him ;  breath 
Of  very  life  is  this,  and  it  is  true ; 

True,  true  it  is,  as  heaven  blue-arched  above, 

Real  as  yon  rollers  crashing  into  foam, 
No   mocking   dream,   no   oft-bruised   hope ;    but 

Love, 

True  Love's  own  glowing  self,   in  heart  and 
home. 

Oh,  welcome  dearest  Love  with  lyre  and  lute, 
With  amaranth  bind  his  broad  and  lucid  brow, 

Bring  odorous  spice,  bring  golden-rinded  fruit, 
To  Love  rich  vintage  pour,  and  fealty  vow  ! 

My  own,  let  us  be  gentle,  lest  we  fright 

Sweet  Psyche's  friend,  be  holy,  lest  he  flee ; 

You  love  me,  know  I  love  you  :  ah,  what  light 
Enrings  the  solid  earth,  the  sky,  the  sea ! 
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He  loves  me,  me  he  loves ;  I  was  a  poor, 
Weak,  joyless  girl  but  yestereve ;  to-day 

I  am  a  woman,  glad  and  strong ;  nay,  more, 
I  am  a  queen ;  I  reign  where  I  obey. 
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ROSE,  SHAMROCK 
AND  THISTLE 


OUR  England  is  a  noble  land, 
The  home  of  strong,  still  men ; 

Scotland  for  gallant  souls  is  planned 
In  mountain,  moor,  and  glen ; 

Sweet  Ireland's  sons  in  the  vanward  stand 
With  sword  and  word  and  pen. 

The  thorn-set  rose  for  England  blows, 
She  is  fair,  but  guards  her  right ; 

The  thistle  its  spears  for  Scotland  rears, 
Like  Scots  provoked  to  fight ; 

For  Ireland  meet  is  the  shamrock  sweet, 
Where  the  three  in  one  unite. 

Whom  God  hath  joined  let  no  man  part, 

No  treason  put  asunder, 
Nor  lion  nor  harp  from  the  leopards  start 

For  pride  or  wrath  or  plunder ; 
For  the  three  made  one,  in  hand  and  heart, 

May  laugh  at  the  world's  war-thunder. 
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WORDS  TO 
A  MELODY 


Music  when  soft  voices" 


FAREWELL,  my  own  and  only  love, 
Life  is  gone,  but  Heaven's  above  ; 
Earthly  joys  at  best  are  fleeting, 
Bliss  and  sorrow  ever  meeting. 

Fare  thee  well,  remember  me, 
And  lay  our  love  in  rosemary ; 
Give  me  in  thy  heart  a  grave, 
Lone  and  still,  the  rest  I  crave. 

Mourn,  mourn  not  over-long,  sweet  soul ; 
Days  will  dawn  and  seasons  roll, 
Though  a  name  no  more  be  spoken 
And  a  slumber  never  broken. 

Fare  thee  well,  most  dear  and  true, 
Ever  mingle  rose  with  rue, 
All  about  my  memory  bring 
Joyous  thoughts  that  wing  and  sing. 

*  From  Six  Songs,  composed  by  John  Hill  (Metzler 
&  Co.  London). 


BETTER  THOUGHTS 


Sequel  to  Cyril's  Song,  in  4I  The  Silence  of 
DeanMaitland" 


How  can  I  finish  to  love  you, 

Though  the  mystical  bonds  you  wove 
You  wrenched  to  the  verge  of  breaking, 

When  sorrow  with  anger  strove  ? 
How  can  I  finish  to  love  you, 

O  soul  of  my  deeper  soul, 
Whose  plummet  hath  passed  the  soundings 

Where  its  deathless  currents  roll  ? 

Can  any  forswear  his  heart-beats, 

Can  any  his  breath  forego, 
Or  who  may  arrest  the  breakers 

At  the  spring-tide's  fullest  flow  ? 
Nay,  the  deep  and  dear  enchantment 

That  came  at  a  look,  a  breath, 
Will  bind  us  for  ever  and  ever, 

Though  our  lips  be  dumb  in  death. 
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For,  when  I  began  to  love  you 

I  began  to  be  sure  of  God, 
I  rose  on  the  wings  of  his  morning, 

In  the  glades  of  his  grace  I  trod  ; 
All  grew  so  bright,  so  glorious, 

So  full  of  beauty  and  peace  ; 
I  loved,  I  shall  love  you,  for  ever, 

When  earth  and  her  passions  cease. 
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THE  WAGGONER'S 
SWEETHEART 


For  Ribstone  Pippins 


SHE    is    not    very   beautiful,    but   'tis   a   comely 

maid; 
Her  hair  is  like  the  corn  that  falls  before  the 

sickle  blade, 
The  sapling  larch  anigh  the  copse  no  straighter 

grows  than  she, 
Her  heart  is  light,  her  heart  is  true,  and  she's  the 

maid  for  me. 

Her  lips  are  red  as  apple-knaps,  when  April  turns 

to  May, 
Her  looks  are  very  pleasant,  her  eyes  are  clear 

and  grey, 
Her  cheeks  are  pink  as  apple-blooth,  when  warm 

May  days  draw  out 
And  cowslip  bells  and  buttercups  are  sprinkled 

all  about. 
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Her  voice  is  like  the  wood-doves  through  the 

sunny  hours  of  March 
In  the  pleasant  fir-plantations,  when  the  green  is 

on  the  larch ; 
The  days  are  dull  without  her,  'tis  the  height  of 

my  desire 
To  see  her  sit,  a  wedded  wife,  anigh  my  cottage 

fire. 
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WINTER  WOODLAND 


THE  trees  dream  in  the  stillness 
Above  their  shed  leaves'  gold, 

In  winter's  misty  dullness  ; 
Their  thoughts  are  never  told. 

Do  they  pine  for  vanished  glory, 

For  summer's  sunny  days, 
When  their  branches  bare  and  hoary 

Were  veiled  in  verdant  haze  ? 

Do  they  dream  in  wintry  chillness 

Of  gallant  knights  of  old, 
Of  bugles  breaking  stillness, 

And  the  flash  of  steel  and  gold  ? 

Do  they  muse  of  fairy  revels 

In  the  round  moon's  golden  glance, 
Of  shadowed,  mossy  levels, 

Where  faun  and  wood-nymph  dance  ? 
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WINTER  WOODLAND 

The  trees  dream  in  the  stillness, 
While  storms  their  pinions  fold  ; 

They  muse  in  the  growing  dullness, 
Their  thoughts  are  never  told. 
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ALICE 


THE  earth  is  still,  the  earth  is  still, 
There  is  no  music  in  the  rill, 
The  azure  sky  is  pale  and  chill ; 

Alice,  Alice ! 

Nor  zephyr  moves,  nor  tempest  loud, 
The  dusky  pines  with  snow  are  bowed, 
The  earth  lies  rigid  in  her  shroud  ; 

Alice,  Alice ! 

But  there  are  footprints  in  the  snow ; 
'Twas  there  he  went,  who  laid  thee  low, 
He  went,  who  made  thy  heart's  blood  flow, 
Alice,  Alice  ! 

Deep  in  that  lone  and  gloomy  dell, 
Where  sun  or  star-beam  never  fell, 
Thou  liest,  whom  I  loved  so  well ; 

Alice,  Alice ! 
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Thou  liest,  locked  in  icy  rest, 

With  snow  upon  thy  pale  cheek  prest, 

A  weight  of  snow  upon  thy  breast, 

Alice,  Alice ! 

Thy  heart  is  frozen  in  its  pain, 
And  ruddy  drops  thy  gold  hair  stain, 
But  thy  mute  lips  may  not  complain  ; 
Alice,  Alice ! 

Oh  !  would  the  steel  my  breast  had  found, 
Oh  !  would  my  heart  had  felt  the  wound 
That  laid  thee  in  thy  deathly  swound, 
Alice,  Alice ! 


The  blind  night  spread  her  ebon  wings, 
The  strong  winds  stilled  their  murmurings, 
And  silence  fell  on  living  things  : 

Alice,  Alice ! 


He  tracked  thee  through  the  snowy  waste, 
He  tracked  thee  down  with  bitter  haste, 
Thou  wert  the  prey  thy  hunter  chased, 

Alice,  Alice ! 
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Thou  sawest  the  frenzy  in  his  eye, 

He  smote  thee — didst  not  ask  him  why  ? 

Nor  falter  prayer,  nor  utter  cry, 

Alice,  Alice  ? 

It  was  thy  lord,  thy  husband  dear, 
Twas  he  that  wrought  the  deed  of  fear, 
He  smote  thee — ah  !  thou  canst  not  hear, 
Alice,  Alice ! 


Woe  worth  the  tongue  that  slew  thy  fame, 
Woe  worth  the  breath  that  soiled  thy  name, 
The  venomed  breath  that  brought  thee  shame, 
Alice,  Alice ! 

Thou  canst  not  rise  to  curse  their  lie, 
Thy  cheek  the  red  blood  cannot  dye, 
The  fountain  of  thy  tears  is  dry  : 

Alice,  Alice ! 

I  only  weep  thy  frozen  bloom, 
I  only  mourn  thy  bitter  doom ; 
Afar,  embattled  squadrons  loom ; 

Alice,  Alice ! 
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My  charger  paws  the  drifted  snow, 
He  joys  to  hear  the  trumpet  blow ; 
But  my  heart  sinks  beneath  its  woe ; 
Alice,  Alice ! 

The  distant  hills  are  streaked  with  light, 
The  cold  earth  glimmers,  faintly  white ; 
My  sword  shall  mourn  thee  in  the  fight, 
Alice,  Alice ! 


THE  WIDOW 
OF  BRUGES 


CHIME,  sweet  carillon,  chime,  and  drop 

Mingling  melodies  down 
From  the  winged  and  buttressed  belfry  top, 

Over  the  ancient  town, 

The  city  of  silent  waterways, 

By  echoing  bridges  crossed, 
Heavy  with  shadows  of  long-dead  days 

And  glories  long  since  lost : 

Rain,  wild  carillon,  ring,  and  rain 

Melody  golden  sweet, 
Over  the  city,  over  the  plain, 

And  over  the  murmuring  street. 

Dusky  centuries  brood  and  dream 

On  minster,  market  and  hall ; 
Their  dead  voice  lives  in  the  musical  stream, 

That  drops  from  the  belfry  tall ; 
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Their  music  swims  in  the  ambient  air, 

Eddies  and  floats  around, 
Broken  and  tossed  in  the  market-square, 

That  is  dreamy  and  dim  with  sound. 


But  fire  and  brand  were  in  Flemish  land, 
When  the  furious  men  of  Ghent 

Fell  on  the  dyke,  that  Bruges  planned, 
And  the  dykers  deathward  sent ; 

And  other  sound  than  music  rang 
Through  Bruges'  winding  ways  : 

"  The  men  of  Ghent — the  Whitehood  gang  ! 
The  gates — our  gates  ablaze  ! " 

That  night,  by  her  hearth,  a  widow  span, 

Unvexed  by  the  distant  roar 
Of  civic  storm,  when  a  breathless  man 

Burst  in  at  the  half-shut  door. 


"  Good  mistress,  save  me,  shelter  me, 

The  Whitehoods  on  me  press  ! " 
"  Fair  sir,  the  four  bare  walls  you  see 

Are  all  that  I  possess, 
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"  Save  only,  above  yon  broken  stair, 

A  loft  in  the  gable  steep ; 
My  children  five  lie  sleeping  there, 
Where  a  mouse  may  hardly  creep." 


The  firelight  danced  on  silk  and  gold, 

As  up  the  stair  he  sprang ; 
The  city  tumult  nearer  rolled, 

And  through  the  hovel  rang ; 

And  sudden  flare  of  torches  glowed 

Athwart  the  fire-lit  gloom, 
A  woman  turning  a  wheel,  it  showed, 

Alone  in  a  lonely  room. 

Into  the  quiet  the  rebel  rout 
Rushed  with  a  sound  of  steel  : 

"  Out  with  the  Count,  good  woman ;  out 
With  the  foe  of  the  Commonweal !  " — 


"  1  am  a  widow,  very  poor, 

Saw  never  the  Count,  our  lord." — 
"  Beshrew  thee,  jade  !  'twas  through  this  door 

He  fled  before  our  sword." — 
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"  Good  sirs,  my  little  children  sleep ; 

Affright  them  not,  I  pray." — 
The  Whitehoods  are  up  the  ladder  steep, 

Where  the  widow's  children  lay, 


Wrapt  in  the  sleep  of  childhood,  sweet 

And  still,  as  the  deep  profound, 
Beneath  those  deeps  where  the  sea-floods  meet 

And  mix  with  never  a  sound. 

"  Oh  !  the  young  ones  lie  like  a  nest  of  mice, 
And  there's  never  a  nook  beside  ! " — 

Chimney  and  rafter  are  searched  in  a  trice ; 
Coffer  and  press  flung  wide  ; 

The  rebels  are  off  and  away ;  the  wheel 

Its  murmurous  hum  resumes ; 
The  tumult  dies ;  the  slow  hours  steal 

Away  with  the  starlit  glooms  ; 

And  the  babes  sleep  pillowed  upon  the  breast 

Of  the  prince  of  all  the  land, 
Till  dawnlight  glides  from  east  to  west, 

And  the  towers  in  sunlight  stand. 
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JTwas  thus  Count  Lewis  of  Flanders  fled 

The  rebels'  sudden  sword ; 
Then  quelled  the  rising,  slew  its  head, 

And  peace  to  the  realm  restored, 

To  the  city  of  shining  waterways, 
The  home  of  the  Golden  Fleece, 

That  is  dim  with  the  glory  of  long-dead  days, 
And  drowsed  in  a  dreamy  peace. 
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JOHN  NICHOLSON 


JOHN  NICHOLSON  is  dead,  is  dead,* 

At  Delhi  siege  he  died, 
Too  far  the  gallant  charge  he  led 

In  the  lane  by  the  rampart  side. 

John  Nicholson  is  dead,  is  dead, 

At  Delhi  he  was  slain, 
By  Kabul  Gate,  where  roofs  hailed  lead 

And  grape-shot  poured  as  rain. 

He  led  the  storm,  he  leapt  the  first 

Within ;  while  Kashmir  Gate 
Heroic  Home  and  Salkeld  burst, 

And  troops  poured  through  the  strait. 

*  With  a  grief  unfeigned  and  deep,  and  stern  and  worthy 
of  the  man,  the  news  was  whispered,  "Nicholson  is  dead." 
See  Captain  Trotter's  Life  ofj.  Nicholson. 
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O  Nicholson,  thou  prince  of  men, 

Lord  of  the  lofty  head, 
Earth  will  not  see  thy  like  again 

Till  gods  from  men  are  bred : 

The  earth  will  see  thy  like  no  more 

Till  Ganga  stream  run  dry, 
Till  Jamna  shrink  from  shore  to  shore, 

Thou  man  of  purpose  high  ! 

John  Nicholson  was  just  and  strong, 

A  loyal  soul  and  brave  ; 
Twas  he  redressed  the  poor  man's  wrong, 

Protected  child  and  slave ; 

A  mighty  soldier,  still  and  stern, 

He  did  the  thing  he  said ; 
Nor  friend  nor  foe  his  will  could  turn  ; 

He  was  not  once  afraid. 

Bar  thou  the  famished  tiger's  path 

And  snatch  the  cheetah's  prey, 
But  hide  thee  from  the  burning  wrath 

Of  Nikalsain*  away. 

*  The  Indian  rendering  of  his  name.      The  sect  who 
worshipped  him  were  called  Nikalsainis. 
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Right  well  he  ruled  the  frontier  land 

With  just  and  equal  doom, 
The  wild  north  people  felt  his  hand 

From  dawn  till  sunset  boom ; 

In  night's  repose,  in  labour's  clang, 
His  power  they  learnt  to  dread  ; 

From*  Attock  to  the  Khaibar  rang 
His  war-steed's  iron  tread ; 

And  were  it  noon,  or  were  it  night, 

Woe  worth  the  rebel  fool, 
Should  disobey  or  offer  slight 

To  aught  within  his  rule  ! 

"Oh  !  hush  thee,  baby,  hush-a-bye  I " t 

Young  mothers  sing  at  night ; 
"Jan  Nikalsain,  he  rides  not  nigh 

Upon  his  charger  white  ! " 

John  Nicholson  is  dead,  is  dead ; 

But  still  his  rule  is  here, 
His  iron  rule,  to  ill  men  dread, 

To  just  and  righteous  dear. 

*  A  native  of  the  North- West  Provinces,  wishing  to 
describe  the  assiduity  with  which  Nicholson  governed 
the  frontier,  said:  "The  sound  of  his  horse's  hoofs  was 
heard  from  Attock  to  the  Khaibar."— Trotter's  Life. 

t  Trotter's  Life. 
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What  measured  sound  by  midnight's  lamp, 
Makes  dreamers  start  and  cry  ? 

'Tis  not  the  muffled  thunder- tramp 
Of  troopers  sweeping  by ; 

Nor  volleyed  fire  of  musketry, 

Nor  roll  of  distant  drum, 
Nor  boom  of  minute-gun  at  sea, 

Nor  martial  music's  thrum ; 

It  is  the  gallop,  steady,  swift, 

Of  Nicholson's  war-horse, 
That  rolls  through  vale  and  mountain-rift, 

On  field  and  watercourse. 

And  while  the  mountain  wind-blast  brings 
That  hoof-beat  firm  and  sure  * 

The  Farangis  shall  be  our  kings, 
And  the  English  Raj  endure. 

*  Holmes'  Indian  Mutiny. 
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OLD  MOONS 


"  MOTHER,  where  do  the  old  moons  go, 
Do  they  fall  on  the  mountains  and  fade  to  snow, 
Are  they  lying  piled  in  the  sea-caves  low  ? 

"  So  many  moons  have  I  seen  new-born, 
Small  things  bent  like  a  cow's  white  horn ; 
They  grow  up  round  and  yellow  as  corn ; 

"  So  many  moons,  and  I  not  nine  ! 
How  many  more  have  you  seen  shine, 
And  where  are  the  old  ones,  mother  mine  ?  " 

"  They  pass,  dear  child,  to  a  land  most  sweet, 
Where  pleasant  things  and  sad  ones  meet, 
Where  no  voice  speaks,  but  all  repeat ; 

"  They  dwell  in  a  country  dim  and  far, 
Black  as  the  midnight,  bright  as  a  star, 
Where  all  your  father's  schooldays  are  ; 
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OLD  MOONS 

"  With  sweet  old  songs,  for  ever  young, 
Sweet  words  said  by  a  silent  tongue, 
And  bells  for  your  mother's  wedding  rung, 

"  With  laughter  hushed,  and  tears  unshed, 
Where  old,  old  roses  are  fresh  and  red, 
Where  the  dead  are  alive  and  the  living  dead/' 
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THE   NAME 
OF  ENGLAND 


WHAT  deepest  stirs  an  English  heart, 
Makes  the  proudest  tear-drop  start, 
Bids  the  life-blood  leap  and  thrill, 
Strikes  all  meaner  passions  still  ? 

It  is  the  name 

Of  martial  fame, 
The  glorious  name  of  England. 


ii 

What  is  the  sound  that  strongest  fires 
The  nation's  courage,  and  inspires 
Weak  and  strong  to  bear  their  part, 
Endure  and  act  with  equal  heart  ? 
It  is  the  name 
Of  peace-won  fame, 
The  holy  name  of  England. 
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THE   NAME   OF   ENGLAND 

in 

That  is  the  tie  that  closest  binds 
The  English,  spread  to  all  the  winds, 
Makes  them  yield  their  dearest  blood, 
Hearth  and  home  and  private  good, 
To  keep  from  shame 
The  spotless  fame, 
The  honoured  name  of  England. 


IV 

Sweet  land,  whose  touch  gives  liberty, 
Whence  freedom  speeds  on  every  sea, 
Of  mightiest  life  and  hope  the  home, 
Little  land  on  the  salt  sea-foam, 
God  guard  thy  name 
Of  age-wrought  fame, 
Thy  noble  name  of  England. 
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